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EAD ERS, of whatever 
rank, or denomination, if ye 
* 9. W ſhould receive any pleaſure 
from, and approve the fol- 
FIRES. lowing lines, as to their ge- 
— 4 it is the ſummit of my ambi- 
tion. | 


IAM no writer by profeſſion, but at 
my leiſure hours, wrote the Siege of Lou- 
iſbourg, in the winter of 1758; in New- 
foundland, to amuſe myſelf, and friends: 
and nad no thoughts of printing it. But 
in the great, and ever- memorable year of 
fity-oine, ſo repeated, and rapid, were our 
conqueſts, both by ſea, and land, in Eu- 
* rope, 
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rope, Africa, and America ; fo en came 
news of our ſucceſſes from every part, (like 
gunpowder, when touch'd by the match,) 
my fancy took fire! the rapt'rous joy grew 
too great to be contain'd within bounds ! 
and I thought among the reſt, I would add. 
my ſhare of applauſe, and ſtrive to regiſter 
in the book of fame, the heroic actions per- 
form'd by our troops, and tars; I therefore 
aſſum'd my pen, and compleated the fol- 
lowing Poem: and being at length perſuad- 


ed by ſome gentlemen, (to whom I repeat- 


ed it,) I have ventur'd it in the preſs, and 
ſubmit it to the public cenſure, from which 
there i is no appeal. 


by their dne 1 have Eda it 
through three impreſſions; the firſt, in 


London, in the year 1760, to the. raiſing 


of the ſiege of Quebec, by General Mur- 
ray, &c. &c. The ſecond, in Piſcataqua 


(or New Hampſhire) Colony, in America, 


in 1761, to the ſame date; and a third 
time, in Maſſachuſetts Colony, (or New 


England,) on the Continent, in 1762, to 
the reductior d T7---- -ah by the Earl 


— 


cock, &c. 
Many 
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Many faults, doubtleſs, may be found 
in the Poem; for I perhaps, (like a tender 
mother, fond of her own offspring,) view 

it with partial prejudice ; and as ſhe can 
ſee fire, in a dull, languid eye, beauty, in 
a ruſtic, freckled face, and ſymetry, even 
in diſtorted limbs; I fondly fancy a poetic 
fire glides through every part of it; think 

_ thoſe lines run ſmooth, and fall with a pro- 
per cadence, which perhaps are rough, and 
diſſonant; and though I ſhould fancy a juſt 
proportion in all its parts; where I think 
it moſt compleat, to others it may ſeem the 
moſt deficient. For the beſt Gallic cooks, 
(though they are ſo univerſally admir'd,) 
could never yet, ſend a diſh to table, ſo e- 
legantly compos'd, as to pleaſe. the palate 
of every feeder. How then can 1 expect 
to give a general ſatisfaction, to the war- 
riors, the wits, the ſcholars, and the men 
of ſenſe; and to every other claſs of Rea- 
ders, whoſe ſentiments, doubtleſs, will not 
run concordant with my own. But I have 
done all I can to give ſatisfaction, and 
rouze a ſpirit of emulation in every Rea- 
der. And if on the perſual, any gentle- 
A 3 | man, 
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man, that ſhall find I have made any ma- 
terial omiſſions, will be ſo good as to leave 
me a notice of it at Mr. HoopER“s, book- 
ſeller, the corner of the New Church, in 
the Strand, and directed for me: if ever 
1 ſhould be favour'd by the public appro- 
bation, ſo far, as to print a fifth impreſ- 
ſion, he may depend it ſhall be alerted, 
ſhould the hint be ſuitable to the deſign 
of my Poem. But if it is a hint, dictated 
by a party ſpirit,, he may ſave himſelf the 
trouble, and conclude that it will never be 
nſe rted. 


Fo R my Deſign in this Poem is not 
to calumniate any man, nor even to write 
a true narration of what any particular 

perſon may have done amiſs; through 
cowardice, inadvertency, inexperience, in- 
cautions confidence in others promiſes, 
pride, or the like. Neither do I med- 
dle with the intereſt of the two oppo- 
ſing parties in Great Britain, and Ire- 
land. But my ſole deſign is this, (fir'd by 

a love of my Country! and a generous 
Sher for all who have fought, bled, or 
dy'd for my Country's cauſe! to exert my 

utmoſt 
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utmoſt efforts, to inroll in the liſt of fame 
their names; to call them forth in the fair- 
eſt point of view; and dreſs their amazing 
actions! in all the elegance of harmonious 
numbers, and poetic truth! to warm the 
heart of thoſe who fought, and live! to 
give a juſt deſery'd encomium, on the 
worthy warring dead! and inſpire with 
heroic ſentiments, the ſoul of every youth 


which reads, and hath not yet been 
reaping the honourable harveſt of martial 


glory! 


* He, who. governs his People with re- 
gal lenity, and paternal fondneſs : thoſe 
who hazard their Royal Perſons in battle, 
for their Country's welfare : the miniſters 
and patriots, that nobly plan her warlike 
ſchemes ; who firmly ſtem the tide of op- 
poſition, which would break down, and 
over-run, the bounds of her happy conſti- 
tution; with all thoſe, who draw the 
Sword in Britannia's quarrel, whether En- 
gliſhmen, Caledonians, or Hibernians, and 


Fen their patriot ſchemes, (dreadfully,) 
A 4 | into 


This paragraph was firſt printed in 1760. 
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into a waſting execution |! All ſuch as theſe, 
demand duty, allegiance, and à generous 
acknowledgment of every heart, ſenſibly 
touch'd with a due ſenſe of their kingly 
care! ſucceſsful plans! and heroic perfor- 
mances! and ſuch a King, ſuch princes, 

patriots, and miniſters, has England got. 


And ſuch warriors we have, in the royal 


navy, and army of Great Britzin, that 
common ſenſe, and gratitude, bid us re- 
vere them! and ſpeak of their great me- 
-Tits, in the moſt exalted ſtrain! and ſo long 
as I write, I ſhall always beſtow my enco- 
miums on thoſe, who plan my Country's 


good, keep peace, and amity, ſo much as 


poſſible in the land; fight her battles, and 
pour deſtruction on her inveterate foes.— 


"Theſe, I fay, ſhall employ my tongue, to 
ing their fame, and give them due ho- 


nours, of what country, or party ſoever: 


"for he that does, the Nation good, de- 


ſerves a grateful ron rae. of the 


| Kane. 


AN Pp I ſolemnly declare, if J have omit- x 


ted any gentleman's name, which had di- 


ſinguiſh'd himſelf; it proceeds not from 


the 
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the leaſt diſeſteem; but from inadvertency 
alone; or perhaps from a greater reaſon, 
which is this, that I never heard his name 
mention'd, or hearing it, quite forgot ; and 
conſequently could not inſert it. 


I nave, as well as I can, through the 
whole Poem, preſerv'd a continu'd narra- 
tion of the events, as they happen'd; yet 
I could not avoid interjecting ſome things, 
where they ſcarce ſeem'd to claim a place : 

but as I thought they ſcarce deſerv'd diſcuſ- | 
ſion by themſelves, I did it to avoid a fruit- 
leſs repetition of ſieges, ſurrenders, attacks, 
and ſkirmiſhes, and to keep the Poem from 
ſwelling to too great a bulk : I mean thoſe 
places in Africa, the Indies, &c. placing 
the time of their reduction, moſtly at the 
time, when the Armaments fail'd from 
hence, deſtin d againſt them; though in re- 
ality, they fell long after, beneath the 
heavy battle of thoſe tars, and troops, 
which fail'd thither, arm'd with angry Bri- 
tain's vengeance! For it was in leſs com- 
paſs than three years, the plans were form- 


ed, and carried into execution, againſt Lou- 
9 
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iſbourg, the Continent, and Quebec: a- 
gainſt Maloes, Cherburg, and the Gallic 


fleets ; and all the other expeditions _ 


our enemies, in Africa, &c. 


80 that I ſcarce knew how to digeſt the 
whole into a regular narration, and not vary 
in a point, as to the time of the events ; 
and therefore I thought proper to throw in 


together, the attacks, and reductions of 
 Guadaloup, Senegal, Granada, St. Martin's, 
Marigalante, Surat, Chandernagore, Cal- 
cutta, and the Nabob twice defeated, un- 


der the command of Watſon, Pocock , 
Moore, Clive, Coote, Draper, Marſh, Kep- 
pel, Maſon, Barrington, * &c. &c. 


c. 


THEse, I therefore reckon'd up in the 


firſt of the Poem, when I mention'd Great 
Britain rouſing to battle; her armament for 
war, and pouring her victorious troops 


round about on every ſide; ſince it was near 
about the fame time they ſail'd from Eng- 
land; and I hope as I have mention'd ſuch 
events happen'd, and under ſuch command- 
ers, 


The PREFACE *ﬆ 
ers, it will paſs without undergoing a ſe- 
yere Criticiſm, | LED 


WurHilsT General Wolfe, Admiral 
Saunders, &c. are beleaguering, and attack- 
ing Quebec; I have likewiſe mention'd by 
way of epiſode, what General Amherſt, Ge- 
neral Johnſon, &c. &c. &c. atchiev'd on 
the Continent ; though perhaps, ſome of it 
was done long before: but I ſcarce knew 
a place, in which I could inſert it more 
conveniently; and I hope the learned chro- 
nologer will let me eſcape, without paſſing 
too harſh a cenſure on that paſſage. . And if 
I ſhould have tranſgreſs'd the rules of nar- 
ration, in a ſeries of ſuch great events, or 
deviated from the moſt exact niceties, which 
ſome people may imagine a work of this 
nature requires, I hope the generality of 
my Readers, of candour, ſenſe, and learn- 
ing, will put a favourable conſtruction on 
it, and conſider I am no more than man; 
and therefore very liable to great errors; 
and what a vaſt undertaking, for a young 
man's firſt eſſay, I have now in hand. 


I Do 
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1 vo not pretend to be a firſt rate Poet; 
perhaps, may never deſerve the title of a 
Poet. But I am conſcious of my writing 
truth, (without flattery ;) unadorn'd with 
poctie fiction, (which like a nauſeous daub- 
ing, on a beautiful face, hides the ſweet at- 
tractive ſmiles, and native ſimplicity of the 
features:) and I deſign'd the poem for _ 
Honour of my King and Country. 


'T'Took the firſt hint of my ſutyrical ad- 
dreſs to Lewis, from a gentleman of the 
navy; who inſerted in a Magazine; the 

complaint of Lewis, in the laſt war, for 
the loſs of about twelve or fourteen of his 
ſhips : which was in proſe, to this purport, 
as well as I can now remember. 


„ Oh! Maurepas! my glory, and re- 
c nown is gone! my Diamonds, and 
* Rubies, are no more! Thou Am- 
te buſcade, haſt fallen into a ſnare | 
« Thou Panther, waſt worried by the 
« Britiſh Maſtiffs! I am no more in- 


vincible ! deſerted by Mars, and 
Neptune! 


bo 


0 ov 
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% Neptune ! The Severn is return'd 
* to its antient courſe! GEORGE 
« has poſſeſſion of the Trident, and 
&© commands the Ocean! and I am 
« ſtung to the heart, by the Hor- 


cc net!” 


TIT wisn I could keep pace, in ſmooth 
lines, and a nervous diction, with all the 
heroic actions, perform'd by the matchleſs 
warriors of the three Nations; whoſe cir= 
cumſpection in looking out for our ene- 
mies, and conduct, and undaunted bravery, 
in the day of battle, no pen can flatter. 
But this is a thing only to be wiſh'd, and 
not to be perform'd, by the moſt ardu- 
_ ous application, of the great admirer of 
their deeds, 


G. C. 


1 


'E 
4 
. 
oy 
. 
. 
. 


e 4 E — ” a Y b 8 
— arr EE EE _— — — 6 
\ n — Pe 
— 
, 


EPE 


N 
— oe — — ——ů— 
K A. * 0 
2 — — 3 nn EE OO OREN TOO INN 


Ne” "mg 6 van 


— — — ra 


e 
rr 
9 


— * 


K ̃ͤ ͤ—— SOR pet 4 


eee 


7 
3 
bl be : 
4 k 4 AJ : : , . 
* SF 9 5 5 a L 
. "+ 
- o 


CONTENTS. 


HE Argument to the whole Poem, Page 1—8 
Addreſs to the Patriots and Heroes of Great Bri- 
tain, Ireland, and America, 97 10 


Introduction. Shewing the 1 of the whole Work, 


11—19 


BOOK I. Minorca ſurrender'd to the F rench, 23 
The Engliſh in America relieve Madraſs, . and ſeize 


Senegal, 

Take Granada, Guadaloup, Surat, Marigalante Chan- 

denagore, te. 26 

General Clive depoſes one Nabob, and ſets up another, 
ibid. 


The Engliſh fleet ſuffers greatly in a Storm off Lou- 
iſbourg, — — 28, 29 


— 25 


0 And is obliged to return to 13 31 
A Fleet equipp'd for the Reduction of Cape Breton un- 


der the command of Admiral Boſcawen, 31, 32 
The gallant and fearleſs attack of Louiſbourg deſcribed, 
33» 34 

Louiſbourg taken, — 44 
BOOK II. Prince EDWARD, Lord Howe, &c. take 
Cherburg, — — 42 
The Engliſh deftroy the French flat-bottom'd boats all 
along the coaſt, — — 48 


* 


A terrible pannic ſeizes the French fleet, 49 


Defeat 


The CONTENTS. xv 
Defeat of De Clue, and the F rench ſquadron by Admi- 
ral Boſcawen, 30, 51 
BOOK III. A Fleet ſent againſt Quebec, 57 
The vigilance of Admiral Saunders, and the activity of 
the Britiſh tars, in rendering ufeleſs, and of no effect 
the French fireſhips and fire-floats ; laudable, 60 
Unſucceſsful landing at Montmorenci, 64. 
The beſieging and ſtorming of Quebec deſcrib'd, 72-73 
Lord Howe is kill'd before the walls of Ticonderago, 74 
The Province of Maſſachuſetts Bay ere&t a monument 


to his memory in Weſtminſter-Abbey, 75 
Wolfe's Death, who dies like a Briton, and a true Son 
of Mars, 82 


General grief occaſioned by his unfortunate death, 84 
Quebec ſubmits to the ſuperior bravery of the Engliſh 
troops, _ _— — 92 
Supplement to the Siege of Quebec "x 
Relates, that General Townſhend, after the death of 
General Wolfe, undertook, and continued the Siege 
till ſurrender'd, — 94 
BOOK IV. Conflans ſent by the French king to in- 
vade England, 99 
Is met at Sea by the Engliſh Fleet, the engage de- 
{crib'd, — — 103 
The French beaten, and their ſhips burnt and taken, 105 


, 


BOOK V. A recapitulation of England's victories 


over the French, 


1 
Thurot makes a deſcent | at . Carrickfergus i in Ireland, : 
115 
The bravery of the troops in the caſtle, ibid. 
Thurot, in his return, is attack'd by the Engliſh, and 
ſlain, whereupon the French ſtrike, 118 


BOOK VI. This treats of the attempt of the French 
to retake Quebec; the attack and brave defence de- 


icrib'd, The French repuls'd with great loſs, &c. 123 
BOOK 


xvi The CONTENTS. þ 


BOOK VII. Great Britain prepares for the invaſion 

of Beleiſle, ——; 139, 140 
Commodore Keppel-and Gap! Hodgſon take it 14% 
The difßculties of the attack at Martinico, and how 

ſurmounted, — 444 
A ravine what, deſeribed, — — 5 
The ſubmiſſion of the Place to the Engliſh troops, 148 
BOOK VIII. The Spaniards take the Part of the 


French, — 152 
The Engliſh land againſt the 8 | 154 
The difficulties attending the ſiege, 158—166 


The garriſon and inhabitants ſubmit to the Engliſh 167 
BOOK IX. The French ſurprize and take New- 
foundland, — | 174 
Is ſoon after retaken by the Engliſh, A: 186 
BOOK X. The Engliſh appear before Manilla, 190 
Arzpo the governor's ſpeech to his Spaniſh ſoldiers, 191 
Who tells his troops, in order to animate them, the fol- 
lowing deluſive tale, That the Lord had ſent down 
an angel from heaven to fight for them, and to ſlay 
the Engliſh, —— —— 196 
Againſt all oppoſition, difficulty and bravery on the part 
of the Spaniards, the Engliſh furiouſly ſtorm and take 


the town, 201 


A fatyrical, exulting Addreſs to Lewis Le Grand, alias 
Le Petit, on the loſs of his ſhips, forts, towns and 


iſlands, &c. in the two wars, — 202 
A Comic Relation of the Troubles of Lewis XV, 219 
On Monſieur Thurot's deſcent and defeat, 2236 
On the heroic Taylors, belonging to Elliot's light horſe, 

who fought ſo bravely in Germany, 238 


THE 


THE 


Ac uu N to the whole POEM. 


F Providence, and Britain's happy ſtate, 

() By heav'n preſerv'd, from black impend- 
ing fate; | 

Of Gallia check'd, in her all graſping pride, 

And victory confirm'd on Britain's ſide; 

Of Gallia's friend, drawn in to pay the coſt, 

His royal navy thinn'd, his millions loſt; 

This be my theme, this be my ſweet employ, 

To ſing the ſtrain, with > gratitude and joy 


Whilſt others (in heroic lofty verſe) 
Great Fred'rick's name, and Fred'rick's Praiſe re- 
hearſe, 
Mine be the taſk, the Britiſh war to ſing, 
Great Britain's heroes, and Great Britain's King. 


Buy arms, and battles, gloriouſly inſpir'd, 
(Replete with joy ! with rapt'rous ardor fir'd !) 


B I trace 


1 
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I trace grim death, and our triumphant bands, 
Through Indian, African, and Gallic lands; 
Where Engliſhmen, at martial glory's call, 
Throng to the war, and ſcourge the plotting Gaul; 


Where Caledonians, with a warlike flame, 

Hew thro* French ranks,the path to deathleſs fame: 
Hibernians brave, with emulating glow ! 

Charge, pierce, repel, and chace the vanquiſh'd foe; 
Fame, honour, liberty, each boſom warms ; 

In union dreadful! great in feats of arms! 

All ſtrive t'excel, each other wou'd outvie, 

They greatly conquer, or they bravely die. 


O'er oeean's ſpace, my fancy wings its way; 
Where Gxorce the Third now rules with ſov'reign 
ſway : 
Thro' Neptune's realm, purſues our dauntleſs tars 
Midſt bluſt'ring ſtorms, and dreadful naval wars 


The genius of the nation, rouz'd once more, 


With vengeful thunder arm'd, they ſhake wa Gallic 
ſhore. 


GeorGE, William, Edward, ſwell the lofty ſtrain; 
GeokGE, who commands unrivall'd o'er the main: 
His active tars, his naval thunders roll; 


And launch deſtruction round, from pole to pole 


Our Patriots names, and merits, I proclaim, 
To decorate the great heroic theme : 


Who 
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Who ſtand unſhock*d, amidſt the glorious cauſe : 


"The Gallic dread! the props of Britiſh laws! 


Their ſouls, their ſentiments, and their deſires, 
Incorporate, like two bright flaming fires. 

I fing the PitTT; French lines cou'd never ſound, J 
Greatly capacious! wond'rouſly profound! 8 
Where Lewis, and his politics, are drown'd. 


Next theſe ſtands rank*d the ſkilful Licowies, 
In battle brave; and to his ſov'reign dear; 
At Dettingen, (like Hector in the field) 
Hibernia's boaſt; Britannia's faithful ſhield ; 
Fierce in aſſault (when young,) matur'd with age, 
A hoary hero! and a warlike ſage ! ; 


Minorca's fall I fing, and Braxtnty's name, 
BLAaKkeENEY the brave: worthy of warlike fame. 
Boſcawen, Amherſt, Hawke, (our bulwark ſtrong, ) 


Clive, Monckton, Saunders, grace the martial ſong. 
Brave Townſhend's worth T ſing: with all who 


fought ; 
And ſeiz'd the palm, a dying * victor ſought ! 
There Barrington, with Marſh, and Murray, ſhines; 


Coote's, Maſon's, Sayer's names, adorn the lines; 


B 2 | Holmes, 


General James Wolfe, who enjoy'd the ſatisfaction of 
hearing the enemy ran, before he expir'd, on the Plain of 
Abraham, before Quebec, 


T ”—= — 
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Holmes, Hardy, Watſon, Pocock, honour claim, 
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Who gain'd in: diſtant lands immortal fame 

Baird, Howe “, Speke Lockhart, Dennis, are. 
inroll'd, | 

Rivals in fame, and naval warriors bold ! 

Here Keppel ſhines; whoſe pow'r the Spaniard felt: 

Whole war, *gainſt Gaul, had threefold + ven- 
g*ance dealt, 

All who engag'd where Hawke to conqueſt flew, 

Are regiſter'd, with their encomiums due : 

With thoſe; whoſe arms the burniſh'd broad 
{words wield ; 

Macpherſon, Fraſer, terrors of the field : 

Burton, whoſe foul is full of active zeal ; 

Walſh, Dalling, Ince, who fought for Britain” 8 
weal. 

I ſing brave Granby's fame, and Minden- 8 98 ; 

The gallant Philips, Drummond, and Macbean T. 

Thoſe heroes names I fing, their worth I tell, 

Before whoſe war, ſtrong Martinico fell. 

Manilla's fall, Hiſpania's wretched fate; 


Corniſh, and Draper's names, I celebrate. 


Cuba 


* Lord Howe, ow commanded his Majeſty” s ſhip, Mag- 
nanime. 

+ 'The honourable Auguſtus Keppel, before he went a- 
gainſt Cuba, took Goree, commanded at ſea againſt Bel- 
leiſle, and ſunk the Theſee, a 74 gun ſhip, in the engage * 
ment in Quiberon-Bay. 

7 Three officers of the artillery, A to Great 
Britain ; which was fo well ſerved on that day. 


Cuba ſubdu'd, the Mord flung to Sounds 
Pocock, and Albemarle, Mei : 
There Britain's troops, andtats, val Mone, 
In toilſome ſiege, amidſt the torrid zone! 

The gallant Lindſay, Hervy, Haviland; 

Grant, Forbes, Keppel, due reſpect demand. 

Hiſpania's warring ſons, my numbers tell, 

Who fiercely fought, and for their country fell : 

Lewis Velaſco “, and Gonſales, bold; 

Whoſe worth, with pleaſure, conqu'ring Britons 
told, 

They bravely dy'd: but oh! how greatly fam d 

By foes eſteem'd, mongſt Britain's heroes nam'd. 


I fing the gallant Ochterlony's + fall, 
By ſavage foes, and a more favage Gaul ; 
When Peyton Þ, to revenge his overthrow, 
Two Kern ſpurn'd, down to the ſhades below. 


* Amherſt, 


* The gallant Don Lewis de Velaſco, captain of one of 
their men of war, and governor of the Moro; fiercely re- 
ſolved, fix'd himſelf by the colours, and defended them, 
ſword in hand, *till mortally wounded in the ſtorm. 


+ + Mr. Ochterlony, was a Scotch gentleman, and cap- 
tain of a company of Royal American Grenadiers. Mr, 
| Peyton, was an Iriſh gentleman, and lieutenant of the ſame 
company: They were inſeparable friends, and companions, 
The whole ſtory of their gallantry, when wonnded, and left 
on the field of battle, at the unſucceſsful landing at Quebec, 
may be read at large, in my fiege of Quebec. 


„ * » 8 * 
* _ - * 
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nb "OP "Ol live, heroes rever'd, 
By Britain” 8 ſons; wt Britain's king endear'd. 
Howe , Rogers, Forbes, Schomberg, Bradſtreet 
bold; FR 
Are in Britannia's warlike liſt inroll'd: 
With ev'ry hero, fir'd by manly glow, 
Who hurl'd our veng'ance on the cruel foe. 
Theſe rang'd victorious, thro* Canadia's land, 
And pluck'd the hatchet from the ſcalper's hand. 


I ſing Thurot's deſcent, and overthrow ; 
A gallant warrior; and a gen'rous foe : | 
Whoſe fall, with honour crown'd the worthy + 

| trine, | N 
And made their names, in Britain's Re" ſhine. 


Each ſoldier ſignaliz'd, each daring tar! 
(The lightnings! and the thunderbolts of war!) 
Thro' glory's paths I ardently purſue ! 

But only write, what they alone can do. 


Like radiant Sol, when at meridian height, 


The heroes blaze with ſelt-retulgent light. 


The 


* Lord viſcount Howe; who was unfortunately flain, in 


the expedition againſt Ticonderoga. 


+ Capt. Elliott, Capt. Logie, and Capt. Clements; of 


his majeſty's ſhips, Zolus, Brilliant, and Pallas. 


The ARGUMEN T. 


The laſt efforts I ſing, which Lewis made; 

Our fiſh'ry ſtopp'd, and our ſtagnared trade: 

Fort William's walls, by choſen Frenchmen mann'd, 

The falſe-nam'd “ conquerors of Newfoundland. 

Their rout 1 ſing, when (for the battle warm'd) 

Amherſt arriv'd, with England's veng'ance arm'd: 

Whole gallant troops, Great Britain's Wenn main- 
tain'd, 

And Newfoundland, for Gr oROE the Third 
regain'd. 

Ternay's F eſcape I ſing, and ſhameful flight, 

In ſilent gloom, and hid in friendly night; 

When Graves, and Colville, dar'd him to the fight. 


I ſing how Wolfe, the faithleſs foe engag'd ; 
(For where Wolfe led, the battle fiercely rag'd ! 
The havock of his war, the mould'ring walls! 
Quebec's, Cape Breton's fate; the conquer'd Gauls! 
His warlike deeds, no doubt, you'll all approve, 
Whom foes admire! and conqu'ring Britons love : 
By bloody toils, he gain'd on hoſtile ground, 


Thar honour great; with which his mem'ry's 


crown'd : 
B4 0 


* The garriſon they took poſſeſſion of, in St. John's, was 
called Fort William, and the French proudly ſtil'd them- 
ſelves, Conquerors of Newfoundland; and yet dar'd not 
proceed ſo far as the [ſle of Bois, about 27 miles from 
thence : Much leſs ſo far as Placentia, to reduce that place. 


+ The French admiral at St. John's, who ſtole off at 
night, without fighting. 


\ 


- 
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In Britain? s cauſe. (amidſt the martial ſtrife) 
He fought, he conquer'd, and reſign'd his life: 


So Sampſon flung proud Dagon's temple down, 
Gain'd glorious death ! and conqueſt | and re- 
nown ! 


Where Engliſh, Scotch, and bold Hibernians 
| ſtorm, 
(A formidable, triple union * 90 8 
The three-fold pow'rs, their gallantry diſplay, 
Like powder, ſhot, and fire, impetuous force 
. way 


THE 


T HE 


1 E M 


ADDRESS D TO THE 


PaTRIOTs, and HEROES, 
O F 


Great Britain, Ireland, and America. 


E Patriots ſage! whoplann'd the deep deſigns 


Of war; midſt which, Britannia dreadful 
ſhines ! 


On whom She leans, with 3 exulting glow: 
Where e'er you point, She ſtrikes the waſting blow. 
Ye mighty Warriors ! (terrors of the world!) 

By whom, at land, and ſea, our thunder's hurl'd : 
To you, this Book is ſent, with filial fear ; 
Craves foſt'ring ſmiles, and begs paternal care: 
You! who (like David's worthies) round thethrone 
Of mighty GEORGE, form a tremendous zone! 
No ſervile flattery degrades the lines; 

Here truth well known, in native luſtre ſhines. 
No baſe ſiniſter views, no envious rage, 

Nor party venom, taints a ſingle page. 

Here feats of arms, in faireſt light are ſhown, 

In ev'ry quarter of the globe well known: 


1 ev'ry 


_ * * 
* / 3 
33 * 
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IT ev ry party, corps, and country blend, 


All join'd, all fought, to gain the glorious end. 
From you the tranſports flow, tis you inſpire, 
As bluſt'ring winds, to flame, blow latent fire. 
From you I caught the great reſiſtleſs glow, 
Whilſt you dealt veng'ance on th' inſulting foe; 


Whilſt you, the ſchemes of ſtates, and empires 


* 


ſcan; 


And counter- act each well concerted plan; 
Whilſt you, on land, the pride of Gaul reſtrain, 


Or ſweep victorious o'er the ſwelling main, 
My fancy burns, tranſported with delight ! 
With ardour wing'd ! purſues you to the fight. 


_ Yourous'd my ſoul, to form the martial lines; 


Oh! prop the cauſe, where truth and honour 
ſhines : 


Since from your deeds, the growing theme muſt 


riſe, 
Accept the tribute due, and deign to patronize. 


F H E 


B 


INTRODUCTION. 
HEN I at firſt, poetic ardor knew, 
And big with martial themes, my bo- 


| | N ſom grew; 


From pregnant fancy, fir'd by warlike worth, 

My riſing thoughts, prepar'd to ſally forth: 

In years a child, in litt'rature more young, 

With ſecret tranſport, on the theme I hung: 

I heard much talk of Dettingen's fam'd fight, 

Where Lewis bow'd beneath the Lion's might. 

Grown more mature, (a manly age attain'd,) 

The ſtrong impreſſions on my mind remain'd. 

I wiſh'd a day, like that, to grace my pen, 

When GeorGE the ſecond, fought at Dettingen; 

| Whoſe preſence baniſh'd all deſponding dread, 

And thro* the ranks, an emulation ſpread : 

Whilſt brave Auguſtus, from his royal Sire, 

Caught the great flame, and burn'd with martial 
fire. | 

Methought, I trod the glorious ſanguin'd way; 

When Cumberland pierc'd thro the French array! 


Sometimes, 
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Sometimes, I view'd intrepid Ligonier! _ 


- Plunging thro' deaths! and void of grov'ling fear 


GeorGce ſtood like Jove, amid a thunder-ſtorm ; 
Theſe (like his bolts,) the Gallic ranks deform. 
The triumphs, and the terrors of the fight, 
Roſe to my view, and play'd acroſs my ſight: 
Quick thro? the chace, my flying fancy ſped, 
When gens d' armes, and main corps in pannic fled : 
Headlong they drove, afraid to ſtop for breath ; 
Ruſh'd thro the Rhine, and plung'd to watry death! 
Colours deſerted, *mongſt the wounded lie 
And hoſtile ſtandards wear a purple dye : 
Guns, pikes, ſpontoons, in wild diſorder ſpread, 
Promiſcuous lie, among the num'rous dead: 
Drums, horſes, chiefs, riv'd helms, and ſpouting 
brains ; 


FBreaſt-plates, and loathſome carnage loads the 


plains: 
So the fam'd field of Dettingen appear A, 
With Gallic troops beſtrew'd, with Gallic blood 

beſmear'd. 
At length hoſtilities, and battles ceaſe, 
And Europe reſted in a welcome peace. 
By av'rice rouz'd ; fpurr'd on by native hate, 
Such was the rancour of our neighb'ring ſtate ; 
They ſeiz'd our lands, and ſtrove our trade to marr, 
And forc'd Great Britain, once more into war : 
Now jarring nations for deſtruction glow, 
And peace once more was baniſh'd from below. 
For fraudful Gaul, (whoſe king all concord hates,) 
Diſſolv'd the union of European ſtates, 

And 


2 
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And like a fury, (with her flaming brands, ) 
Spread waſting war, thro? wild Canadia's lands: 
Or like grim Pluto, (with infernal bribes,) 
To murder rouz'd, leſs cruel ſcalping tribes : 
The Gallic ſavage : Vaudreuil “ was ſent, 
With cruel Montcalm, * on deſtruction bent! 
By hell inſpir'd, (with unrelenting hearts,) 
They taught the Savages, * new murd'ring arts: 
Long, (unreveng'd,) they dreadful terror ſpread ! 
(Sons, husbands, wives, mothers, and daughters 
bled !) 
Till Amherſt, Johnſon, and Provincials roſe, 
And arm'dwith veng'ance, ſcourg'd our ſavage foes. 
With terrors cloath'd, and feaitleſs warlike flame, 
Engliſh, Hibernians, Caledonians came. 
Brave Howe's laſt breath, at honour's call was 
ſpent, 

He fell, bewail'd, thro? all the Continent. 
Careleſs of life, and prodigal of blood; 
The gallant Wolfe, in ev'ry battle ſtood. 

; His 


* * * I have often heard it reported, that Monſ. Vau- 
drueil had the ſcalps of many Engliſh people bung up in 
his parlour, with labels on them ; and with a cruel delight 
ſeemed to take an infernal ſatisfaction in ſhewing them to 
others, and telling them the names of the perſons to whom 
they belonged; and like a true devil incarnate would boaſt 
ſo many fell by his means. And as to Mon. Montcalm's 
behaviour; his perfidy, ungenerous, truce breaking, unman- 
ly, cruel, and ſavage- like diſpoſition, both at Fort William, 
and many other places on the Continent, it is ſo well 
known, and has been ſo ſeverely felt, that it needs no re- 
Cital here, | 
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His mighty war, the French could not ſuſtain ; 
He fell, victorious, on Canadia's plain. 
What warring patriot, wou'd not bravely fall! 
If like a Wolfe, he humbled lofty Gaul ! 
Oh, rapt'ring thought; to have aBrunſwick's eye 
Lucid with tears! a Ligonier to ſigh 
To have an honeſt Pitt, with grateful ſenſe 
Of his great worth, diſplay his eloquence ! 
To have a Britiſh ſenate, in a flame 
Of gratitude, perpetuate his name 
To have Great Britain, and Hibernia grieve ! 
A continent, their mournful tribute give 
To charm! to rouze ! inflame each hero's mind; 
To be in ev'ry fair one's heart infhrin'd ! x 
All this, had Wolfe : this, may each warnor gain, 
Who fights like Wolfe, and is, — glorious 
conqueſt lain! 
When Maloe's fleets, in Engliſh flames expir'd ; 
The burning news, my teeming fancy fir'd : 
1 trac'd prince Epw ax, cloſe to Cherburg's wall, 
And ſaw the pride of France before him fall: 
My raptur'd boſom, big with pleaſure grew, 
When Boſcawen oppos'd, and beat De Clue: 
Who ſhrank, o'er-pow'r'd, from his impetuous fire, 
And left his Ocean * in the flames t'expire. 
But oh! who can the wond'rous glow diſcloſe ? 
When Hawke, (by tars eſteem'd) beat Britain's 
foes ? | 
Whilſt he with rapid flight to conqueſt flew, 
Conflans devoid of manly courage grew; 


He 
Monſ. De Clue commanded the fhip- Ocean. 
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He led the van, the rear, and center run; 

And England's fire devour'd the Royal Sun *® ! 

As in his heart, who claſps his darling Fair, 

The mighty tranſports flow, beyond compare 

(Torrents of joy 1 within his boſom roll ; 

And pleaſure fills his captivated ſoul !) 

My joys ruſh'd in, like a tumultous flood; 

The pond'rous pleaſure trill'd along my blood: 

When certain news arriv'd to glad our land, 

(Which ſhall unparallel'd for ages ſtand,) 

Our troops had giv'n the num'rous Gauls a check, 

And Townſhend had poſſeſſion of Quebec; 

All theſe events, and more, my breaſt inſpir'd; 

By warmth, unknown before, my ſoul was fir'd, 

To ſing th'exploits Britannia's ſons have done, 
What wonders they've perform'd, what mighty 

= battles won. | 

Can I, whilſt they, victorious onward roll, 

In nervous thund'ring diction, trace the whole? 

Who can the wond'rous worthy taſk perform? 

Speak as they fight, or write as when they ſtorm? 

The taſk, the toils of Hercules exceeds; 

Phæton as well might drive Apollo's ſteeds : 

Now for 'old Homer's flight, and Homer's fire 

Come Homer's ſoul, and all my ſoul inſpire : 

Thy ſtrong conceptions with my fancy blend, 

Like thine, the taſk is war! like thine, the theme 
muſt end! + | 

Oh! 


»Le Soleil Royal. The ſhip Monſ. Conflans commanded. 
In Engliſh, the Royal Sun. 


+ As Homer's theme ended with the victory of the Gre- 
cians 
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Oh! might a portion now, of Dryden's + ſkill! 
Or Maſon's + fire, my glowing boſom fill: 
Might Pope's. + great genius, in my foul preſide, 
Direct, ſuggeſt, and my invention guide: | 
The ſlacken'd reins, to fancy's flight I'd give, 
Each hero ſhou'd in future ages live : 

But fate denies, what reaſon bids me afk ; 

Youth immatur'd, muſt grapple with the taſk : 
A pond'rous taſk, but tis a glorious aim; 


wu. 


My fancy's fir'd, amid the warlike theme. 


And as the clangor of the trumpet's ſound, 


Makes the fierce horſe with fury paw the ground; 


A gen'rous ardour trills along his veins; 
To glory's goal, he ſcours the ſanguin'd plains: 
So I, well pleas'd, fair honour's call obey, 
Sing Britain's triumph, and the Gaul's diſmay. 
Clio! deſcend, and guide me thro* the whole; 
And with cceleſtial ardour fill my ſoul : 
In nervous diction, teach my tongue to ſing, 
Great Georse, victorious, Britain's much lov'd 
King. 
To 


cians over the Trojans, and their allies; mine ends with 
Britain's conqueſt over France and Spain. 


+ + + Dryden tranſlated Virgil's Eneids : Maſon wrote 
the Tragedy of CaraQtacus, king of Britain: And Pope 
tranſlated Homer's Iliad : Works, all well known, among 
the literate part of mankind, and lovers of reading, and 
books. | | 


1 
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To tell how Epwarpd, BRUNSwICEk's Grandſon, 
fought; 


And Howe, and Marlb'rough, n ven- 
geance brought 


Round Maloe's walls, mute guns, and troops: in 
| fright; 
Whilft fleets aſcend in air, midſt blazing night! 
Set Wolfe, Hawke, Amherſt, Boſcawen, to view; 
Speak all their worth, and give them honour due: 
With Schomberg, Rogers, Johnſon, greatly fam'd, 
Let Monckton, Townſhend, Keppel, Clive, be 
| nam'd. 
To Indian climes conduct my fancy far, 
To trace the ſons of Scotland through the war: 
Diſplay the proweſs of that martial race; 
And in true light, their matchleſs valour place. 
Bring ev'ry Britiſn hero on the ſtage, 
By patriot ardour fir'd, and manly rage, 
Who dar'd in Britain's cauſe, againſt the foe | | 
Cengage. 
Rouze me to trace em thro? each Gerce alarm 
With martial ſentiments, my boſom warm; 
Teach me to ſing, their dread voracious frowns, 
In flaming death! thro' Gallic troops, and towns 
Oh! give me ardour ! ſuch as well may fit 
The fortitude, and eloquence of Pitt ; 
His name, a place, moſt worthily may claim, 
To aggrandize the pleaſing warlike theme; 
That Pitt! which Gallic lines cou'd never found! 
Greatly capacious! wond”rouſly profound! 
Where Lewis, and his politics are drown'd ! 


C There 
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There all his treaſures of the torrid Zone, 

With northern furs, forts, ſettlements are thrown 

There ſunk Quebec, to grand deſtruction down. 

A vaſt exulting glow my boſom warms | 

For Heav'n, propitious, proſpers Britain's arms! 

And mighty Fred'rick's name, the quadrate 
league alarms ! 


Gzeorce fills the throne, and governs well theſe 


lands; | 
Nexthim, with manly ſoul, great Pitt commands; 
And on a Legge well fix d, moſt firmly ſtands ! 
So many, giant- like, of late have roſe, 
And dealt with patriot zeal, gainſt Gaul their 
blows; 
Have acted like the hand of mighty fate, 
To prop the throne, and ſave the Britiſh ſtate ! 
As ſtands the man, o'erwhelm'd withdazzling light, 
An occuliſt hath juſt reſtor'd to fight: 
Around he looks, abſorb'd in dear amaze ! 
And new born bliſs, *midſt bright Apollo's blaze! 
With glorious tranſports | wonders he ſurveys, 
His Maker's hand, Qmnipotent, diſplays! 
So view I Royal GS ROE, with conqueſt crown'd,, 
Whilſt throngs. of heroes brave! his throne ſur- 
round, 


In pleaſing joy ! and grand reflection drown'd! 


Homer, his great Achilles much extoll'd, 
And in the liſt of fame, a few inroll'd ; 


| Exprefod 


elr 
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Expreſs'd a grand luxuriance of thought, 

When he each hero into action brought ; 

And with heroic ſkill, the great narration 
wrought. „ 

But had he liv'd in Gzorce the ſecond's days, 

A deathleſs monument of fame to raiſe 

For ev'ry hero, we in Britain find, 

The taſk would grow too great for Homer's mind. 

All, cannot with diſtinguiſh'd merit ſhine, 


Cohorts muſt throng, in one great pleaſing line 


And fleets, in compaſs of a ſingle page, 
Attack, repel, and quell oppoſing rage. 


C 2 WAR: 


— * — o_d 


r 


BOOK the Firſt, 


The ARGUMEN T. 


H E Rout at Dettingen; the firſt inſpiration 

1 to this Poem. The beginning of the pre- 
ſent war; and our victories touched on, by way of 
anticipation. An invocation of Urania, and Clio. 
An exultation, on reflecting on the happy poſſeſ- 
| ſion of his Majeſty King G EO RGE; and the 
Pruſſian Kix o, as our ally: with the Patriots, 
Pitt, and Legge: with a pleaſing reflection on 
GEORGE the Third, crowned with conqueſts, 
and ſurrounded by terrene and naval heroes. The 
French attacking Portmahon, and their threaten- 
ing to invade England ; with the terror, and con- 
fuſion, which that cauſed. Pitt, riſing like the 
Sun, from behind a thunder-cloud, to make Bri- 
tannia ſmile, and putting his war-like ſchemes in- 
to execution, Great Britain rouſing to war ; (at- 
ter the loſs of Minorca,) like a lion rouſing from 
his den, who ſees his cub ſprawling among the 
dogs. The deſcents at Guadaloup, Goree, and 
Senegal, Granada, St. Martin's, Marigalante, 
© 2 Surat, 
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Surat, Chandernagore, and Calcutta. The at- 


chievements of Britannia's worthies on the Con- 
tinent. The deſcent at St. Maloes. The florm 
our navy ſuffered in off Louiſbourg; and their 
return to England. The armament the following 


ſpring, under Admiral Boſcawen, and Admiral 
Hardy; and General Amherſt, and General 


Wolfe. The landing at Louiſbourg deſcribed, 
with the death of Captain Bailly, and Lieutenant 
Cuthbert: The martial rage of the Scotchmen, 


who with Scott, Gorham, the Rangers, and Eng- 
land's troops, ruſhed on to the battle. The rout, 


and confuſion, before the Generals Amherſt, and 
Wolfe. The batteries raiſed, with the bombard- 
ment, and cannonading ; General Amherſt play- 
ing on the town; and grand fort. General 
Wolte's taking poſſeſſion of the light-houſe bat- 
tery; and his battery againſt the iſland-fort, 


The French man of war burnt in the harbour; 
and the Bienfaicant rowed off by our tars. The 


united attack of General Amherſt, and General 
Wolfe, againſt the town, and grand fort. The 
havock of their war; and ſurrender of the fort. 
Reflections on Ulyſſes, and Diomedes, going into 
the Grecian camp, and the reſemblance the Gene- 


rals Amherſt, and Wolfe, bore to  theths in their 


expedition, 


, 


HEN firſt, th'un welcome news 
to us was known, 
The Gallic thunder fell on Port- 
mahon 3 | 
As mourns the mother (fond,) 
: her offspring's cries, 
Who craves her aid, when threat'ning dangers riſe; 


he So mourn'd each Briton true, Minorca's fate, 

It, Approaching near, and imminently great! 

281 At length, the thund'ring news reach'd Britain's 
we coaſt, 

* Our ſquadron fled, and Portmahon was loſt ! 


(What cou'd be done, the gallant Blakeney did; 
His worthy few, made many * thouſands bleed. 
| C 4 | To 


* 


By all the accounts we could ever get, the French bad, 
from firſt to laſt, about 30, ooo troops againſt fort St. Philip, 


and 


(To meet the dogs, and animating men;) 
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| To him, the foe, all warlike honours: gave; 


His worth rever'd; confeſs'd him greatly brave.) 
Reports came thick, the French prepar'd to land, 
And ravage England, with a mighty hand; 

Their threat'ning troops, to fancy ſtrong appear'd, 
And ſighs, and pray'rs, and ſad portents were heard. 
Gallia, withconqueſtfluſh'd; pronounc'd our doom, 
And England ſeem'd involv'd in horrid gloom. 
(As children, with a bugbear tale are ſcar'd, 

So we of fleets and troops affrighted heard.) 
Een like the ſun, forth burſting from a cloud, 
(With light'ning ſtor'd, and ſtormy tempeſt loud ;) 
To glad the traveller in lonely ways, 
And ſhed around, his ſweet all-cheering blaze: 
Now Pitt aroſe, to glad our mournful Iſle, 
Diſpell'd the gloom, and made Britannia ſmile! 
The ſcandal of the nation ſoon was raz'd, 
Th'inſulting foe retir'd, transfix d! amaz'd! 
Before his eloquence, fraud fled diſmay'd, © 
(Pale envy, on its ranc'rous vitals prey'd 3) 


He plann'd the war; and practis'd martial ſchemes, 


And waker'd Lewis from his conq'ring dreams! 


No w, like a lion, rouſing from his den, 


Who 
and General Blakeney had not three compleat regiments ; 
yet ſo guilantly thoſe comparatively few defended the place, 


that before they gave up, about half of them were kill'd, 
and near 10,000 of the enemy. 
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Who ſees his cub lie ſprawling on the ground, 

Whom hungry dogs moſt greedily ſurround: 

He ſhakes his mane, and from his wrathful eyes, 

Indignant fire, in dreadful glances flies: 

Horrid he roars ! and ſwings his mighty tail, 

For grand revenge, prepares both tooth and nail: 

Foaming, he views the lacerated ſpoil ; 

(Hunters, and dogs, and horſes back recoil!) 

So England rous'd, on fell revenge inclin'd, 

*Gainſt Maloes, Cherburg, Louiſbourg, deſign'd; 

One fierce deſign, each Briton ſeems to fire; 

All ruſh to arms, and burn with wrathful ire. 

Now, o'er the main, our fleets aſſert our right, 

Round Britain's ſtandard, with a ſtern delight, 

Troops throng on troops, and with the rumor'd 
fight! | | 

With free-born- rage all animated ſtand, 

At danger ſpurn, and dare the foe to land : 

Wives, children, laws, and liberty's ſweet charms, 

With threefold ardour ev'ry boſom warms! 


Now Watſon, Sayer, Barrington aroſe, 
Roar'd in the ſtorm, and cruſh'd Britannia's foes ! 
Clive, ' Coote, Marſh, Maſon, Draper, Keppel, 

Moore, 83 wn 
To Africa, and India, veng'ance bore 
And with reſiſtleſs fury forc'd their way, 


Made nations bend, and own greatGeorce's ſway: 


Reliev'd Madraſs, repair'd its batter'd wall; 
Triumphant ſeiz'd on ſwarthy Senegal: 
| BS 


188 
a 3 \ 
o * 
. 
$9 
8 
Y 
'. 
9 
a. 
a he 
1 
3 
* Y 
9 
* 
* 
= 
WE. - 
q ; 
% = 
* 
4 a 
. 
* 
6 
* 
= 
"0 
$1 
1 
— 
"A 
4. 
TH 
OT £1 
W - 
Pm * 
T.9 7 
aw 
* 4 
4 x 
x 
15 
1 
1 
: : 
© 
+ 
; 
FD oY 
bi 
+4 
» : = 
I'S 
0 
1 4 ** 
| 
_ 
br: 
" 
FM 
' , 
3.9 
19 
14 
* 
\ * 
1 C 
-74- 
7. ' 
=. 
* 1 
* 
C's 
. wu 4 
7» 
i 
+ 
mn 
1 1 
14 
== 
4 L 
* * 
_ 
* 
2 
19 "8 
ST. 
I s 
1. 
x 
= 
= 
1 
[ 4 
11 
1 
TH 
"3. 
+43, 1 
M $ 
* i 
ws 
in 
ft - a 
$4 . 
Ne ! 
= 
1 
nn 
1 
22 
k 
$f: 
4 


— > 1 þ 
— — ” — 
— — — : 

* = br: 
ls © 14 


wo Sor. 


pay — 5 * 
. 
Ln 
- —— 


26 "WAR: An Heroic Poem. 


Their cannon ſhook devoted hoſtile ground, 

And ſcatter'd deaths, mongſt faithleſs tribes a- 
round: 

They ſtood transfix'd! their vital blood ran cold! 

Whilſt England's ſtorms, o'er towns and ramparts 
roll'd! 

Houſes and walls from their foundations ſtray'd, 

And pil'd in ſmoaking waſte, o'erwhelm'd the 
blaſted dead 

Granada now, St. Martin's, Guadaloup, 

Beneath Britannia's might ſubmiſſive ſtoop ! 

Marigalante, Surat, Chandernagore, 

Calcutta trembled whilſt Clive's thunders roar ! 

Clive! by whoſe might TX bla * was 
raz d. 

Before whom twice the Nabob fled * 8 ! 

Clive! whoſe impetuous war bore down his foes 

Clive! who made Nabobs * ! Nabobs * cou'd 
depoſe ! 

This adds a luſtre to great Bauxswick's F DA 

His gen'ral + does, what conq'ring Rome has done. 

Victorious oft, for battle e fam'd; 


By Africans, The never * to be conquer'd nam'd. 
Tho 


* Calcutta and Chandernagore were taken by 
General Clive, the Nabob was twice defeated by him, and 
Jaffier Ali Cawn made Nabob. The people in that country 
gave him a name, which i in their language 3 The never 


to be congue , d. 


'+ The Romans would often depoſe one King, and raiſe 
another; 3 General Clive depoſed the Nubob, and raiſed 


another to that dignity. 
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Tho' with more ſhips, by thouſands better mann'd, 
(Enough to make pale fear itſelf to ſtand ;) 


Thrice fled D*Ache, when dreaded Pocock came, 
Midſt Engliſh tars, and ſheets of Britiſh flame! 


N ow Engliſh worthies, on the Continent, 
Made Indian French, and Savages repent 
Their cruel, black, infernal ſcalping rage, 
Not daring with our free-born troops Cengage 
They fought in fear, or fled in foul diſgrace, 
As tim'rous deers, when angry lions chace. 


Nor fatiate yet, on ampler veng'ance bent, 

Againft Cape Breton, England's fleet is ſent. 

| Behold they come ! off Louiſbourg appear; 

Their coming ſtrikes with an amazing fear 

Pale tremor fills French forts, and troops, and 
towns, | 

And ſcalping crews, for angry Britain frowns : 

And like Briareus *, with an hundred hands, 

She ſeiz'd on African and Indian lands, 

And pour'd around her brave victorious bands. 

Onward they roll'd, like an overwhelming flood; 


And delug'd Gallic lands, in Gallic blood. 


Tre French invaſion now was fear* d no more, 
Our troops prepar'd to tread the Gallic ſnore: 
On 


® hundred-handed giant, as the poets ſay. 
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On ev'ry fide, their angry blows they dealt, 

St. Maloes firſt, their vengeful fury felt. 

(The French flat- bottom'd policy repaid, 
Whilſt Maloe's forts were mightily diſmay'd.) 
There before Britain's troops, by Marlb'rough led, 
On friendly ground, the tim'rous Frenchmen fled; 
Whilſt under covert of St. Maloes wall, 

Whole fleets of ſhips an eaſy conqueſt fall: | 
Six ſcores their number (needleſs are their names) 
A prey to Britain's dread voracious flames 

As from on high, the tow'ring eagles ken 

The ſerpent's brood, before the female's den; 
Downward they ſouſe, and ſeize the ſcaly prey, 

In griping talons ſafely born away. 

(They mock the mother's hiſs with gen'rous ſcorn, 
Aloft in air the venom'd brood is born ;) 

So Howe and Marlb'rough jointly ſped their way, 
And boldly ſeiz'd upon the Gallic prey: 

Greatly reſolv'd, the neighb'ring forts they dare, 
Whilſt hoſtile wealth evaporates in air. 


S daring Louiſbourg, our navy lay, 
Stretch'd off and on upon the ſwelling ſea 
It pleas'd the hand of Heav'n to interpoſe, 
And ſend on Britain's fleet its ſtormy woes; 
*Cauſe Louiſbourg as yet not ripe for fate, 
Muſt be preſerved to a longer date. 
A heavy gale at firſt the fleet divides, 
The rolling waves daſh'd hard againſt their ſides; 
| a A tem- 
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A A rein next; with fury uncontrouPd, | 

High o'er their decks, the ſurging billows rolFd. 

The foaming Ocean madly round 'em rag'd : 

A hurricane the Britiſh fleet engag'd. 

Each ſhip was now in danger to be loſt, 

The ſtorm urg'd hard upon th' unfriendly coaſt ; 

Still grew more ſtrong, and louder than before, 

And forc'd our fleet upon the Gallic ſhore. 

No longer now they cou'd the fury brave 

Of wind, and ev'ry pond'rous daſhing wave; 

Towards the ſhore in grand confuſion ride; 

Born on the back of the tumultuous tide; 

As vapours vaniſh in the ſpacious air, 

The bluſt'ring winds the ſpreading canvas tear; 

Halliards and ſtays give way like burning tow ; 

Yards, topmaſts, blocks, a pond'rous burden 
grow 

With craſhing noiſe come tumbling down below ! 

Wave after wave rolls o'er the quarter-deck, 

Sweeps fore and aft, and threats each ſhip with 
wreck: 

Amid the waves they plunge, again thy riſe 

On wat'ry hills, and ſeem to greet the ſkies. 

High o'er the windward fide proud billows come, 

To leeward roll in froth and briny foam. 

Each tumbling ſhip now ſallies as ſhe glides, 

And in the Ocean dips her lofty ſides. 

Lan-yards and ſhrouds, and chain- plates go to 
wreck, 

The lower maſts are ſhorten'd to the deck : 

And from their breechings heavy cannons break. 
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To ſtop the guns, hammocks are quickly flung, 
And now the heavy unſtay'd boltſprit's ſprung. 

A damp now chills the boldeſt feaman's ſoul, 

As they drive on, and in the tempeſt roll. 

The danger now ſeems greater than before, 

For juſt a- lee behold the Gallic ſhore ! | 
Captains, lieutenants, boatſwains, vainly rave, 5 
In vain the hardy tars the tempeſt brave ; 8 
The ſhip's impell'd by each impetuous wave ! 
Amid the tempeſt, human ſpeech is drown'd, 
From ſtem to ſtern nought but confuſion's found! 
Whilſt ſome (perhaps) are floating on the ſea, 
Waſh'd from the decks, or blown with yards away. 
No other hope but anchor's now is found, 

Yet oft they furrow up the faithleſs ground. 

The Tilbury no longer can ſuſtain 

The rough aſſault of the tempeſtuous main: 

Her cables parts, (whilſt angry tempeſts roar) 
And like a horſe unbridled leaps on ſhore ; 
There ſoon became a diſmal ſhatter'd wreck, 


The maſly beams and ſolid timbers break; 


Bolts, trunnels, ſtaples, knees, and all give way, | 
The floating ruin ſpreads the ſurging ſea:) 

High o'er the-ſhip the foaming tempeſt laves, 
And Britiſh ſeamen fink in wat'ry graves : 

Powder deſiga'd in thunder to diſplode, 

Sinks down oppreſs'd with an aquatic load, 

Is now expended on the Gallic ſhore, 

In other noiſe than when loud cannons roar. 
Indulgent Heav'n at length the ſtorm appeas'd, 

Of all their fears the ſcatter'd ſquadron eas'd : 


The | 
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The foaming billows wear a ſmoother form, 
Gop nodded peace: and ſilent grew the ſtorm. 
Half-wreck'd ! diſmaſted! in a diſmal ſort : 

Our fleet ſoon anchor'd in a friendly port; 

From whence to England back again they plough, 
And Britons mourn'd the ſtormy overthrow. 


TILL, like a loaded thunder-cloud, from far, 
Great Britain growl'd revenge, and flaming 
war. 
England ſtill ruminates to Gallia's dread, 
On veng'ance ſtern, and ruin widely ſpread. 
Minorca's fall, for great repriſals cries ; 
She views Cape Breton with revengeful eyes. 
At length the wiſh'd for ſpring once more appear'd, 
And Boſcawen the Britiſh banners rear'd: 
The glad'ning news with pleaſure filPd each mind, 
Great GEORGE a ſecond northern war deſign'd. 
Engliſh, Hibernians, Scotchmen now are ſhipr, 
With all accoutrements for war equipt ; 
With brazen mortars whence the bombs are flung, 
And congregating fleets together throng : 
The pond'rous batt'ring guns are put on board, 
With barr'd and round ſhot, ſhips are largely ſtor'd: 
With bombs, tents, horſes, (fit to draw the car,) \ 
And all the apparatus of the war; 
With loads of footy grain, to * the n 
from far. 
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Our fleets refitted, o'er the billows ride; 

(The dread of France, and Britain's naval pride.) 
Widely they ſpread upon the ſwelling ſea, 
And,thro' the weſtern Ocean ſpeed their way c 
The dreadful pomp of threat'ning war diſplay, 


Heav'n ſmil'd th' aſſent, and back they neer 


return'd, 
Till Louiſbourg in flaming ruin mourn'd. 
Behold they come, with friendly ſquadrons meet, 
Retard, and intercept the Gallic fleet: 
Boldly they ſtretch along Cape Breton's coaſt, 
Not long, e' er Lewis mourns this iſland loſt. 
A councils call'd, where meaſures they propoſe, 
Where beſt to land, where moſt annoy the foes; 
Brave Boſcawen, (like Ithaca's * ſage king,) 
The hinge on whom the grand deſign muſt iwing, 
Wiſely foreſaw, (and ponder'd in his mind,) 
' Unleſs our troops unanimous combin'd, 
The whole deſign might ſoon abortive prove, 


As that, where Moab +, Seir +, and Ammon | 


ſtrove, | 
Firſt diſcontent, next martial anger burn'd, 
Each drew his ſword, againſt his ally turn'd; 
England too oft, the like miſhap hath mourn'd ! 
| But 


* Ulyſſes, king of Ithaca, was a Grecian king and war- 
rior, at the fiege of Troy, and much renown'd for his ſaga- 
City and (kill in carrying on a warlike ſcheme. 


+ + + It is ſaid in Scripture, when the children of Moab, 
Ammon, and Mount Seir came againſt Iſrael, a difſention 
aroſe among the troops, they drew their ſwords, attack'd, 
and deſtroy d one another; and by that means defeated their 
own deſigns againſt the coaſts of Iſrael. 
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But Boſcawen of large and gen'rous ſoul 

So well projected and contriv'd the whole, 
That Engliſh, Scotchmen, and Hibernians bear 
Of fame and danger both an equal ſhare. 

Now all prepar'd, (the landing-place in view,) 
For feveral days, a bluſt'ring tempeſt blew : 
Which for that ſpace, the bold attempt retards; 
But Providence the Britiſh frigates guards 

For tho' they rode full near Cape Breton's ſhore, 
And Gallic cannon, with inceffant roar, 

And tho” briſk fire from mortars was maintain'd, 
Small was the loſs, or damage they ſuſtain'd. 


AGcain, the wind and waters ceas'd to rage, 
And now the fleet and troops prepare t'engage ; 
Now line of battle ſhips approach the ſhore, 
And nearer ſtill the leſſer frigates roar: 
Againſt th* oppoſing foes, a dreadful bar; 
Whilſt tranſports quick refund the living war. 
Tumult! and noiſe! and ſlaughter! ſoon enſu'd, 
And men and boats are daſh'd upon the flood. 
Cannons inceſſant roar and bullets rend. 

In flaming ſhow'rs the countleſs bombs deſcend : 
And ſulph'rous flames and clouds of ſmoke ariſe, 
Whilſt from French guns the leaden bullet flies. 
Mean while, our frigates, cannons, mortars ply ; 
And bombs and balls in deadly vollies fly. 
Amherſt and Wolfe proceed ſerene, ſedate, 
As if themfelves had turn'd the hinge of fate: 
By them inſpir'd, our infantry ſoon grew 
With ardor warm, and to the battle flew : 

D . 
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Bore all before *em, like the ſwelling main, 

The French could not their mighty charge ſuſtain. 
Expanding ſheets of vapours cloud the day, 
Whilſt boats to land (with ſpeed) purſue their way, 
See! ſee! the crimſon blood, brave Bailly “ ſtains; 
The (glancing) leaden death hath pierc'd his brains! 
The manly Cuthbert's * merit well is known, 
Who fondly cry'd, my Bailly dear ! you're gone! 
Oh ſad ! there ſtopp'd his amicable breath; 
Brave Cuthbert felt the daſhing iron death : 

The fatal bullet through his body came, 

And drown'd in blood the glowing friendly flame. 
From Scottiſh warriors tears of anger flow; 


Their boſoms glow'd with pond'rous warlike woe; 


Both oft were ſeen intrepidly Cengage ; 

Oft fac'd grim death when cloath'd in Gallic rage. 
Ill fated warriors ! thus to fall before 

Your luckleſs boat had reach'd the deſtin'd ſhore. 


- Oh! that you'd liv'd to tread on hoſtile ground, 


And help'd to deal the glitt'ring veng'ance round. 
Small cauſe ſhall Frenchmen have your deaths to 
boaſt, 


When once your troops ſhall firmly tread their coaſt; 


With angry courage fir'd and gen'rous wrath, 
They'll glut the grave, and ſatiate greedy death 


As when the thunder of the mighty Jove, 


Breaks from th'Olympian battlements above; 
* The 


* * Capt. Bailly, and Lieut. Cuthbert, belong'd to one 
company of Highlanders; and were kill'd going on ſhore, 


one by a muſket ſhot, and the other by a cannon ball. 
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The loud artill'ry, in a dreadful form, 

Comes rolling on amid a pitchy ſtorm; 

The direful fragots of th'æthereal ſtore, 

Rattle aloft with dread terrific roar: 

Light'nings and bolts before the growl proceed, 

To ſtrike the deſtinꝰd mark with fury ſpeed. 

So under covert of ſulphureous ſmoke, 

Which from the Bri iſh fleet in thunder broke; 3 

Firſt flew the bolts, t'intimidate the Gauls, 

To daſh the mud banks, or cemented walls. 

Next, Scotia's troops to battle ſally'd forth, 

And Louiſbourg confeſs'd their northern worth; 

From clouds of ſmoke they burſt, like light'ning's 

_ blaze, 

And ſtruck th'*oppoſing foe with grand amaze | 

Few deaths they ſent, of iron, or of lead, I 

O'er hoſtile troops and lines they boldly tread ; 

And as they march they death and danger ſpread. 

To cloſeſt fight, their cohort quickly runs, 

And ſcorns to battle with the diſtant guns: 

They ſtrike the blow, which ſtops th' opponent's 
breath, 

And load the foe with ſtorms of ſteely death! 

| See! where the ſons of Scotland force their way, 

With Rangers join'd, in dreadful difarray ! 

Suſtain'd by infantry, array'd in order ſtrong ; 

Amherſt and Wolfe, who urg'd the landing v war 
along : 

They fire, advance, and charge, and to the bat- \ 
1 throng. 
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And comet-like their broad bright ſwords appear, 
Death's in their front, and terror in their rear! 
Fierce to the fight, intrepid Gorham flies : 

And all the terrors of the war defies. 


Scott, and the Rangers, and the Scotchmen glow, 


And ſpeed towards the ſtrong entrenched foe. 

As fierce Achilles, (thunderbolt of war,) 

Proke Trojan ranks in his reſiſtleſs carr ; 

On ruſh'd his myrmidons with faulchions rear'd, 

Of troops thick throng'd, the ground was s quickly 
clear'd. 

So before Wolfe and Amherſt Frenchmen fled, 

(Their troops advancing ftruck a mortal dread; 

The tim'rous living ſtumbled o'er the dead!) 

From flank to flank the glitt'ring danger ſhines, 

And war's dread havoc marks their ſpreading lines: 

They wave their ſwords, anticipate the fight, 

And ſtrong reblaze the glitt'ring rays of light: 

From man to man they catch the gen'rous glow: 

Lo ſtupid languor ſeizes on the foe: _ | 

They ſtand amaz'd ! the burniſh'd ruin dread! 

'Thro! Gallia's troops, a pannic terror ſpread; 

As when amid the gloom of darkeſt night, 

The tranſient glances of Tartarean light, 

Attack a lonely perſon with ſurprize! 

And fancy'd fiends in millions round him riſe ; ; 

Mutely trans fix'd, all reſolution ſleeps, 

A chilly damp thro' all his vitals creeps ; 

A ſweating tremor ſhakes him to the ground, 

Amid the tumult all reflection's drown'd. 


So 
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So as their lines the Caledonians croſs'd, 
The Frenchmen quick reſiſting ardour loſt : 
No longer felt the great heroic glow, 
Such as the three united nations know : 
Beneath their pond'rous blows the French troops 
reel, 
Depreſs'd and drown'd ' midſt ſhow'rs of northern 
ſteel. | 
Our troops (reſolv'd,) no dangers cou'd controul, 
Tho' high on ſhore, the Gaming billows roll : 
Tho? thouſands there (entrench'd,) the beach com- 
mand; 
And guns and mortars throng'd the guarded 
ſtrand: 
Headed by Wolfe, they plunge into the flood, 
And wade to Louiſbourg thro' Gallic blood. 


WIr E circumſpection now the ground's ſur- 
vey'd, 
From whence artilleries may beſt be play'd ; 
And heavy batt'ring guns are dragg'd around, 
Advancing engineers work under ground : | 
Large and ſmall batt'ries (cover'd from the ſight) 
Are plann'd and form'd midſt ſilence of the night. 
The platforms next (with utmoſt ſpeed) they form, 
From whence to roll Great Britain's thunder 
ſtorm; | 
lacentive match and bombs are thither brought, 
And magazines with dormant thunder fraught; 
Till wak'd by fire, then daſhing bolts are thrown, 


To raze the walls of thick a ſtone: 
B23 Mortars 
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Mortars are plac'd, from whoſe infernal wombs, 
Ejecting powder ſends the murd'ring bombs. 


Now. ev'ry thing againſt the hour prepar'd, 
The maſks are dropp'd, the Britiſh greeting's heard: 
Towards the ramparts, infantries advance, 

- Defiance thunders from the forts of France : 
The loud exploſion rages more and more, 
Deep throated guns, and brazen mortars roar : 
In undulating air long hangs the ſound, 
And flame and ſulph'rous vapours ſpread around. 
As from Mount Etna and Veſuvius riſe, 
Thunders and flames, whilſt vapours cloud the 
ſkies : 
Like theſe vulcanoes, in convulſive rage, 
The Britiſh troops, and Gallic forts engage. 
Advancing corps of infantries gain ground, 
The cohorn, faſcine batt'ries play around. 
Wolfe well deſerves his dread voracious name, 
Spreads ruin round, or wide devouring flame! 
Around the town he roams, conceal'd in night; 
Intent on Gallic prey maintains the fight : 
The ſilenc'd light-houſe batt'ry owns his might, 
Soon grows more dreadful than it was before; 
Inſpir'd by Wolfe and Britiſh troops to roar. 
Whilſt Amherſt on the town and grand fort plays : 
(On Gallic troops deſponding terrors ſeize !) 
Wolfe on their iſland fort his battle pours ; 
Inceſſant ſends his thund'ring iron ſhow'rs ; 
Daſh'd by his balls, obſtructing ramparts drop; 


They even plough the deep foundations up. 
Before 
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Before his battle adverſe ſtrength is born : 
Riv'd muzzles are from batter'd brezches torn. 


| The mould'ring breaches wide and wider ſpread ; 


(Rammers and ſponges lie among the dead :) 
Deſcending bombs moſt dreadfully diſplode 
With ruin'd walls the ſhiver'd platforms load: 
The fort's defendants now for ſhelter fly, 
For undiſtinguiſh'd, lo ! the ramparts lie : 
Subverted guns, with wheels aloft diſplay'd, 
Among the piles of rubbiſh too are laid ; 0 
And dreadful devaſtation widely ſpread ! 
Diſploded ſhells and ſhot together throng ; 
And mortars from their brazen baſes flung. 
A proſpect odd, of iron, braſs, and lead: 
Of ſtones, and mangled bodies of the dead. 
Fathers to future ſons ſhall this report; 
So fought brave Wolfe; ſo look'd their iſland fort. 

By Hardy and brave Boſcawen inſpir'd : 
See! Britiſh tars to deeds of wonder fir'd ! 
They leave their lofty ſhips upon the ſea; _ 
Deſtin'd for Louiſbourg they ſpeed their way, 
As hungry wolves will nightly roam for prey. 
Balfour, * and Laforney, two fearleſs tars, 
With mighty ſouls (well form'd for naval wars ;) 
Thro' nameleſs terrors, unconcern'd they row, 
And in tremendous ſhade attack the foe. 

D 4 No 


. * The Captains Laforney and Balfour commanded the 
boats which burnt one man of war, and tow'd the other out 
of the harbour of Louiſbourg, in ſpight of all the fire from 
the batteries. 
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No whit diſmay'd, thro' dangers on they came: 
Midſt gloom, and ſhot, and ſhells and n 
flame: 
. the Gallic thunder ſtorms they bend; 
With f, ecd alert their lofty ſides aſ end; 
And from their engineers, the daſhing bolts they 
rend. | 
Deſcending Fren hmen ſoon their quarters leave, 
The cutlaſs, and the naval pole-ax cleave ; 
Not one ſurvives, to wail the hundreds dead; 
But carnage great, and tot al death is ſpread. 
Prudent in Britiſn flame, molt fiercely glow'd: 
But Bienfaicant they f om the harbour tow'd. 
So hungry wolves attack the tim'rous ſheep, 
In lonely cots, and o'er the fences l-ap ; 
Eager they ſcize upon the fleccy prey; 
Tear! kill! and drag, whate'cr they pleaſe away. 


Acarnsr their fleet, Wolfe ardent balls ejects, 
Or drops his bombs upon their open decks: 
They fink or vaniſh in a ſulph'rous blaze; 
And with new horrors Louiſbourg amaze, 
As from the bellowing engine of the ſkies, 
The thunderbolt and riving light'ning flies; 
So Wolfe and Amherſt emulous advance, 
To waſte the troops, and raze the fortsof France! 
Amherſt ſends various deaths among the foe; 
The troops and tars with gen'rous courage glow; 5 
The town and grand fort little reſpite know. 
See] Wolfe inſpires and ſpurs his martial pow'rs; 
With roar deſtructive Louiſbourg devours. 
Wolfe 


r 
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Wolfe prowls by night, with caution to ſurvey, 
How bat:'ring guns and Britiſh mortars play; 
Oft looks on Louiſbourg with threat'ning frown, 
And ſhow'rs his ſhot and ſhells upon the town. 
Amherſt and Wolfe full forty days aſſail 
The town and forts, reſolved to prevail. 
As oft are known the meteors of the ſky, 
With burning tails deſcending from on high, 
To daſh thro' houſes, with amazing force, 
And rive and kill in their impetuous courle : 
As they rend knotty oaks, and tear the ground, 
And ſpread a deſolating ruin round; 
Their tow'ring bombs deſcending from on high, 
With dread commiſſion to the town they fly; 
The craſhing roofs give way; they daſh to ground; 
Diſplode, and ſcatter duſt and deaths around; 
Spread devaſtation wide, through all the place; 
Ard lofty domes to deep foundations raze: 
So flaming Louiſbourg their fury feels; 
From Engliſh bombs proceed thole various ills. 
Men, women, children welter in their gore 
Shrieks, groans and flames, mortars and can- 
nons roar, | 
With dread confuſion fill the Gallic ſhore ! 
Drucour “* no longer can the fight maintain; 
Tho? greatly brave; yet here his brav'ry's vain; 
Tho! wond'rous firong the place, it cannot ſhield 
His troops from death; behold the ramparts yield; 
For Wolte and Amherſt, with a th und'ring frown, 
Shake the grand fort, and fire the ncighb'ring 
town. 
| | Aloft, 


* CO, ; 
Governor of Louiſbourg, and a brave man. 


— 
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Aloft, great GROoROE“s banners were uprear'd ; 
Brave Boſcawen into the harbour ſteer'd. 
The dreadful ſcene is chang'd, they hear no more, 
The dying groans, nor guns, nor mortars roar, ; 
And ſlaughter ceaſes on the Gallic ſhore. 

The Britiſh cannon roar'd in harmleſs ſort, 

When Louiſbourg became a friendly port. 
Heav'n, hear my pray'r ; preſerve it as our own ; 
Till Gallic foes our faithful friends are grown. 


HEN Neſtor (lagely) on the Phrygian 


ore, 
Advis'd ſome“ ſpies ſhou'd Hector's camp explore, 
The ſage Ulyſſes, and fierce Diomed, 


Thro' Trojan guards and gloom and dangers ſped. 
b Amherſt 


pon the refuſal of Achilles to return to the army, 
(which he had deſerted, on account of the quarrel between 
him and Agamemnon, who with his troops had laid ſiege 
to Troy; but was now by the irreſiſtible proweſs of Hec- 
tor beaten back to his ſhips and entrenchments ;) a coun- 
cil of war was calPd by night, for the public ſafety, and 
Neſtor queſtions, if none will go to hazard his life to ſave 
his country, ſtrive to ſeize ſome ſtraggling foe, or penetrate 
ſo far into their camp, as to hear their counſels and deſigns, 
mentions the glory of the deed, and what gifts! and praiſes! 


his grateful country would beſtow ! Diomed undertook 


this hazardous enterprize! and made choice of Ulyſſes for 
his companion, In their paſſage, they ſurprize Dolon 
(whom Hector had ſent on a like deſign, to the camp of 


the Grecians.) From him they are inform'd of the fitua- 
| tion 
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Amherſt and Wolfe like theſe were wiſely choſe, 
For foreign war againſt perfidious foes. 

Wiſdom and valour with united force; 

Conduct the Grecians thro' their nightly courſe. 

If ſkill mature, the great deſign ſhou'd aſk ; 

Who fitter than Ulyſſes for the taſk ? 

Shou'd giant danger ſtride acroſs the path, 

Tydides “ fierce! was full of martial wrath ; 
With mighty ſtrength his pond'rous ſpear he drove, 
And ſcarce þ retreated from the thund'ring Jove! 
Amherſt in council was rely*d upon: 


Wolfe had the ſpirit of Tydeus's ſon. 
| Both 


tion of the Trojan and auxiliary forces, and particularly of 
Rheſus and the Thracians, who were lately arriv'd. They 
paſs on with ſucceſs; kill Rheſus, with ſeveral of his offi. 
cers, and ſeize the famous horſes of that prince, with which 
they return in triumph to the camp. The whole ſtory may 
be read in the tenth book of Homer's Iliad. 


»Tydides, is Diomed, being the fon of Tydeus; and is 
ſometimes in the Iliad call'd Diomed Tydides, Tydeus's ſon. 


+ In the eighth book of Homer's Iliad, we have Diomed 
advancing fiercely to Neſtor's reſcue, and to battle with 
Hector, who came thund'ring through the war, and was 
driving full upon the Pylian ſage, Homer makes 2 
oppoſe Diomed in theſe words: 


But Jove with awful ſound ; 

RolPd the big thunder o'er the yaſt profound. 

Full in Tydides face, the light'ning flew ; 

The ground before him flam'd with ſulphur blue. 
After which, he deſcribes him retreating with great reluc- 
tance, from Hector's overwhelming battle; tho? deſerted by 
the Grecians, advis'd to flee by Neſtor, and oppos'd by a 
ſtorm of thunder and lightning from Jupiter himſelf. 
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Both oft had charg'd amidſt the ſulph'rous roar 
Of deep mouth'd guns, and thouſands in their gore: 
Both oft well try'd, to fierce encounters drew, 
Where iron deaths, and leaden dangers flew. 
BRUxswick and Pitt on theſe ſecurely lean'd, 
England in hope by theſe was well ſuſtain'd. 
So Memnon, Neſtor, fix'd their hopes upon 
Bold Diomed, and ſage Laertes' “ ſon. 
Thro' Dardan ranks victorious both had ſtrode; 
Their Grecian ſpears drank deep of hoſtile blood. 
Amidſt the fierceit ſhocks both oft were try'd; 
Whilſt brains and gore their biring faulchions dy'd. 
Wich warlike ſpoils their labours oft were crown'd; 
For wiſdom great and valour much renown'd. 
They ſeiz'd on Dolon +, (ſtruck with wild diſmay: ) 
Firſt flew the ſpy, then ſped where Rheſus lay: 
Doom'd with his guards no more to ſee the light; 
Their eyes ſeal'd up in everlaſting night. 
Back to their friends both heroes ſafe return'd : 
The Trojan camp their nightly viſit mourn'd. 
Both plann'd, both fought, as dread occaſion 
needs ; | 4 
And both their ſouls were form'd for mighty 
_ deeds. | 
Amherſt and Wolfe like theſe in war renown'd ; 
Return'd from Louisbourg with conqueſt crown'd. 


The 


» Ulyſſes, who 1s in the Iliad, ſometimes call'd ſage U- 
lyſſes, wiſe Ulyſſes, Laertes's fon, and ſometimes Ithacus. 


+ The ſpy ſent by Hector, to explore the Grecian camp. 
Vid. tenth book of Homer's Iliad. 
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The toils of war each diſpoſition ſuits ; 

And either plans, and either executes. 

The Grecian heroes their nocturnal courſe 

Held jointly on with great united force. 

Whilſt Diomed the guards of Rheſus ſlew, 

Wiſe Ithacus * the bodies backward drew. 
(Fearing the mettled ſteeds might ſcorn the rein, 
Unus'd to carnage, and the ſanguin'd plain.) 
Whilſt Amherſt thunder'd on the frighten'd town; 
Wolfe's battle ſhook their iſland batt'ry down. 
Wiſe were the Grecian chiefs, nor wont to fear : 
Sagacious, brave, the Britiſh heroes were. 


* Ulyſſes, who is often call'd Ithacus from his country, 
he being king of Ithaca. 
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rr deſcent at Cherburg. Blowing up the 


baſon. Goree attack'd by the honourable 


Auguſtus Keppel, and ſurrender'd to him. Ad- 
miral Rodney's bombardment of Havre de Grace, 
and burning the flat- bottom boats; with an ad- 
dreſs to Great Britain. Boſcawen's failing, and 
chaſing De Clue. The engagement. De Clue, 
and part of his ſquadron driven on ſhore! with 
the pannic they were in, on ſeeing the Spaniſh 
fleet, and ſuppoſing them to be an Engliſh fleet. 
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Fx REAT GEORGE's GRAN DSON 
: — 0 lands on Gallia's ſhore : 
His batt'ring guns and = mor- 
tars roar : 
Cloſe ply'd, well aim'd, are bombs 
and daſhing balls; 
Before the princely hero Cherburg falls: 
Low as the duſt, ftrong ramparts down are 
thrown : 7 
Aloft in air the coſtly baſon's blown. 
Here Howe and Bligh a laſting honour gain'd, 
Whilſt they to war the Royal Hero train'd. 
How ſmil'd our good old KIxG how trembled 
Gaul! 
When Engliſh cannons raz'd proud Cherburg's 
wall! 


Paternal 


Brave Keppel in the Torbay fierce aſfalld 


Silenc'd their guns, platforms and ramparts rent: 
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Paternal doubts, and ardent wiſhes riſe, Ane 


Whilſt tears of tranſport ſparkled in his eyes. Fro 
 Grandly exulti g more than KING he ſtood ! 1 


Whilſt Epwarp fought, confeſſing BRUNSwIck's 
: blood 


So ſtands the royal Hunter, e re:, 1 
His cubs, who grapple with a ſtubborn prey : Let 
He ſwings his tail, exulting at the fight; No 
And trembling longs to mingle in the fight : Th 


With love pasepel fir'd, and ardent rage, A 
He ſces the lions, as the cubs engage: 

At length, the vanquiſh'd foe is droyn'd in blood, 
He ſhakes his mane, and roars applauſes loud. 


S if Veſuvius uprooted torn ; 
Againſt Goree, to battle had been born ; 


Fort after fort, and mightily prevail'd. 

Whilſt fate in triumph, in each broadſide rode, 
Keppel for warlike fame and vict'ry glow'd : 
Shot after ſnot, bomb after bomb he ſent; 


The Gauls grew cool, as warm the Britons grew; 
And greatly emulous to battle fev; 

They ceas'd their fire, and pull'd their enſign down, 
And gave our troops poſſeſſion of the town. 


EE! Rodney next, th'invaſive projet marr : 
Subvert French ſchemes, and their flat-bot- 
tom'd war : 


” 
_—— ” — — 


Britannia's | 


WAR: An Heroic Poem. 49 
Britannia's Fleet, at Havre, threats the ſhore; 
And brazen mortars, in bombardment roar: 


From iron vehicles, the veng'ance broke; 
And all their plans evaporate in ſmoke! 


BrtTain | let looſe thy rough, undaunted tars; 
And fmile applauſe, on all thy Sons of Mars; 
Let no cabals, thy Patriots aims fruſtrate, 

Nor civil diſcontent diſturb thy ſtate; 
Then under Providence, we may expect 
A laſting Peace, the pride of Gallia check'd. 


OW Hawke, and Boſcawen,with terrors ride 

Acroſs the main, to curb the Gallic pride: 

And in Lagos, and Quiberon's fam'd bay, 

Our gallant tars, their naval worth diſplay ; 

Attack, and ſtrike the fleets of Gaul, with dread 
diſmay. | 

Boſcawen, firſt, engages with the foe : 

And gains new laurels from his overthrow. 

Frighted before, at Spaniards “ in the bay; 

They tack'd, confus'd, and ſtood again at ſea. 

Chimeras fill'd their minds, black fear prevails ; 

And ev'ry cloud, was England's ſwelling fails : 

So tir? rous ſouls, (dreading nocturnal 3 0 


A fimilar miſtake have often made. 
E. A ſud- 


The French fleet, ſeeing the Spaniſh fleet in the bay, 
(as they were going into the harbour,) tack'd and ſtood, 
Off again at ſea : by which means, they met the (ſo much 
| dreaded) Engliſh fleet, which _— ſo 2885 endeavour'd 
to ſhun, 
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A ſudden glance, acroſs a glitt'ring pool, 
Twas lightning flaſh'd, and ſhou'd ſome growling 
bull, | 
Bellow terrific, thro? th* adjacent plains, 
Some fiend infernal roar'd, and ſhook his chains: 
From non-exiſting ills, they ſtrive t'eſcape, 
Stumble on nought ! and into ditches leap ! 
So Frenchmen now, ſubſtantial dangers meet, 
Shunning the ſhadow of an Engliſh fleet. 
Our fleet, no ſooner to their view appear'd, * ] 
Falſe ſignals made, and BRITAIx's enſigns rear'd, et fo 
Thro' all their ſhips, the wonted fears prevail; metal 
They dropp'd their courſers, and ſet ev'ry fail. | 
Now glow'd our tars, and thro' the foaming ſea, 
They chac'd De Clue, and long'd to ſeize their prey, 
As thro' the concave of the gloomy ſky, 
(On wings of winds upborn, on which they fly ;)' 
Black clouds, chace clouds, in dread tremendous 
form 3 . | 
Pregnant with light'ning, hail, and thunder ſtorm; 
So Gallia's flying ſhips, and our purſuing fleet, 
Glide on in flaming gloom, and in loud thunder 
greet. 
Vard- arm, and yard-arm now, and fide, to ſide, 
Pikes, piſtols, guns, with briſk diſpatch are plyd. 
From ſhip to ſhip, grapples and chains are thrown; 
Pole-axes graſp'd, and cutlaſſes are drawn: 
With inborn glow, our tars prepare Cafſail, 
Reſolv'd they board, and uncontroul'd prevail. 
Brave Boſcawen bears down, with gen'rous rage; 
And tho' diſmaſted, dares De Clue Cengage. 


Pd, 
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60 fierce they fought ! ſo many broadſides fird! 
he braſs * relented, and the guns grew tir'd! 
De Clue now fled, (with thouſands) hid in ſmoke, 
hich from the Britiſh fleet, with veng'ance broke, 
\nd left their ſhips, at random on the ſea, 

o rocks, and flames, and Engliſh tars a prey. 

o ſhun Boſcawen's rage, and horrid roar, 


he Gallic Ocean + tumbled on the ſhore. 


* If I am not much miſtaken, I heard, that the muzzles 
f ſome of the Ocean's braſs guns bent downward ; the 
metal being mollifed by exceſſive heat of the oft repeated 


(charges. | 
+ The ſhip De Clue commanded. 


End of BOOK II. 
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RE AT BRI T AIN's preparation of 

her fleet, and troops, againſt Quebec, 
under Admiral Saunders, and Admiral Holmes; 
and the Generals, Wolfe, Monckton, and Town- 
' ſhend. The pannic in France! and at Quebec! 
as the conſequence thereof. The fleet failing; 
their arrival in the river of Quebec. - The for- 
midable appearance, and reſolution, of the En- 
gliſh, Scotch, Iriſh, and Provincials ; when they 
remember'd Zell, and the ſcalping butchery of 
the French, Canadians, and Indians. The fleet 
proceeding up the gulf, and the Engliſh Wolfe 
landing againſt the enemy. His intrepidity, and 
the execution of his attacks. Fireſhips ſent 
down, ſeveral times by the French, upon tie 
ſtream, to burn our. fleet ; but by the vigilance 
of Admiral Saunders, Holmes, and other te- 
folved Commanders; join'd with the indefati 
gable reſolution, and activity of our bold, and 
hardy tars; they are baffled in all their ſchemes 


and the fireſhips, and firefloats, do no damage 
| ; . - 
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to the Engliſh fleet. The vexation of the French 
thereon; and the war carried to their walls. The 
united battery of General Wolfe, on Point Levi: 
Admiral Saunders, below the town, and Admiral 


Holmes, above the town. 


GENERAL Wolfe, repreſented as in ſuſpence, 
on Point Levi; on account of the ſmall number 
of forces he had with him, and on viewing 
Montcalm's camp, with near double the num- 
ber; and obſerving the ſtupendous height, and 
ability of the town, and garriſon of Quebec; 


compared to Babylon's, (as was thought impreg- 


nable) ramparts, for the town ſtood upon a lofty 
rock, and well defended by trench, on trench, 
and impaſſable works, and avenues : riſing dread- 
fully to view! one above another. General 
Wolfe's intrepid reſolves, to attack Monſieur 
Montcalm's entrenchments. The dangerous land- 
ing; fight, and retreat. The undaunted beha- 
viour of Captain Ochterlony, (a Scotch gentle- 
man,) and Lieutenant Peyton, (an [riſh gentle- 
man; ) both of one company of Royal American 
Grenadiers; left wounded on the field of battle. 
Their refuſal to be carried off, Two Indians, 
and a Frenchman, attack Captain Ochterlony, 
Mr. Peyton, (after a long ftruggle,) kills the 
Indians, and is reſcu'd from about thirty more, 
by three Highlanders, detach'd by Captain 
M'Donald of Fraſer's Battalion. General Wolfe 
Is vex' d at his repulſe, and ſickens through care 
7 and 
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and watching. The united efforts of the ſoldi- 
ers, and ſeamen, to reduce the place. The bat- 
tery againſt, and from the town, and all the ter- 
rors | carnage! and tumult of the fiege deſcrib- 
ed! the terror of the French, Canadians, and 
Indians, on account of their cruelty, and trea- 
chery |! | 


GENERAL Amherſt, Townſhend, Johnſon, 


Howe, Prideaux, Rogers, Forbes, Schomberg, 


and their tranſactions on the Continent - mention- 


ed, by way of epiſode; who reduc'd Ticonde- 
roga, Crown-Point, and Niagara; with ſome 
other ſervices perform'd by them. The fiege of 


Quebec reaſſum'd. The day of battle deſcrib'd 


before the town. The difficulty our troops met 


in aſcending the hill, and their reſolution. The 


ſummit of the hill gain'd. The armies meeting. 
A ſhort eſſay on the Generals. The fight begun. 
General Wolfe's wriſt broken by a ball. His 
intrepidity and deſire for battle. General Wolfe 
wounded a ſecond time; but diſſembles the hurt. 
Wounded a third time, mortally | drops, and is 
carried out of the batile. The manner of his 
death] and how it was receiv'd at home. His 
mother's grief, and England's in general. The 


_ generoſity of the common people, at the time of 


rejoicing and illumination, A ſhort addreſs to 


his mother. The grief of the ſoldiers in the bat- 


tle for him. Their generous rage! impetuous ! 
and 


2 ST FT — 18 


The ARGUMENT. 55 


and overwhelming united attack of the enemy 
Colonel Howe s ſtation in the field. 


"A Dycameion of the Anſtruthers, and 


Scots, with their broad ſwords, and the reſt of 
the troops, with their bayonets fix'd ; piercing 
through, hewing down whole lanes of carnage ! 
and rolling the Gallic ſquadrons before them, in 
confuſion ! General Monckton wounded ; his be- 
haviour, and a ſhort parallel between him, and 
General Townſhend. 


Genera, Townſhend takes the command. 
His intrepidity ; like Achilles, leading on his 
myrmidons to battle, to revenge the death of 


his dear Patroclus! the wounded Ulyſſes ! Dio- 


med! Sc. Cc. Sc. The general rout, and 
ſlaughter of Montcalm, and his troops. Bou- 
gainville's corps appears, juſt as the rout began: 
but is ſoon likewiſe routed by General Town- 
ſhend, and our animated troops, and ſent full 
ſpeed, to join the reſt in their retreat, 


THe chace continu'd to the town of Quebec : 
our troops mixing with, running down, and tak- 
ing the Frenchmen priſoners at will, with the 
ſurrender of the town, and garriſon, to General 
Townſhend. 
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Ne OD HER B URG, Du Queſne, Go- 
Re ree, and Senegal; 
Victims, to Britain's fierce re- 
ſentment fall. 
Strong Louiſbourg, and Guada- 
loup flung down, 
GREAT BRITAIx's arms, with glorious conqueſt 
crown. 
French captiv'd fleets? (new mann'd,) protect 
our coaſt ; | 
Lewis no cauſe has got, whereof to boaſt; 
Nor Royal GROROGE to grieve, that he Minorca 
loſt, | 
How fatiate now,” Garrar BRITAIN gh: ſit 
down : | 
But Bxunswick ſtill puts on a threat'ning frown, 
By 
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By Pitt, (to ſtrike with awe the wond'ring world,) 
Againſt Quebec, old England's thunder's hurl'd; 
With miſchief ſure, the bolts deſtructive fly, 
Guided by Him, who thunders from the ſky, 
From pole to pole, great Albion'sterror's . 


CRP W way ow 


She roars in thunder! and her pow'r they own, 
Amid the frigid, and the torrid zone 


WinTeR elaps'd, the welcome ſpring appears; 
Saunders, aloft, the Britiſh enſign rears. 
Engliſh, Hibernians, Scotchmen, all combine; 
With one conſent, (reſolv'd) united join, 6 


T'imbark, and boldly urge the grand deſign. 


Commiss10n'D now, brave Admiral Saunders 
ſails, RS. 
At Paris, ſad foreboding fear prevails : 
The coaſt of France, a pannic dread alarms 
BRITANNIA's ſons are rous'd again to arms! 
As when a flock of ſwans, have ken'd on high, 
A dreaded eagle, ſouſing from the ſky ; ; 
They flutter, ſcream, and gather cloſely round, 
0 And wiſh a place of ſafety could be found; 
| Till down he comes, upon the pinion'd prey; 
Scatters, and tears, and bears a ſwan away. | 
When Saunders ſail'd, in France ſuch moan was 
heard ; 
But Quebec, chiefly, his approaches fear d; 
There Albion's thunders, with deſtructive roar; 93 
lit Quebec, (well mann'd,) from Lewis, reeking tore £ ; 
And laid Canadians welt'ring in their gore, 


* 


a- 
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So oft, before, have England's adm'rals hurl'd, 
Great GOR GEꝰs flame, and terror thro? the world! 


W1dz ofer the deep, through ſtorms, and blu- 

ſt'ring gales, 

Safe to the Continent, our ſquadron ſails. 

Provincials arm'd, againſt Quebec t'engage, 

Welcome the fleet; and burn with new born rage. 

Provincials, Engliſh, Scotch, Hibernians bold, 

Frown formidably, dreadful to behold ! 

Within their minds, Canadian butch'ries rife, 

Each cruel plan, the treach*rous Gauls deviſe : 

Gloomy they low'r, like * ſhow'rs when 
born, 

Towards a field of yellow n corn: 


Till down a deluge comes, with rattling ſound, 


And beats the plenteous harveſt to the ground ; 
So BRITAIxN's troops, when they remember'd 
1 Oe,” 
And ſcalping knives, frown'd with reſentment fell, 
With gen'rous rage! they beat Quebec to ground! 
And recompence moſt Juſt, the baſe Canadians 
_ found. 


SavnpzRs proceeds, up thro' St. Laurence gulf; 
On ſhore deſcended BRITAIxN's fearleſs Wolfe: 
And with an (eager) martial tranſport flew, 
| T2 the black, Canadian, * crew ! 
| Is Yat 


The FOR in Germany, where Monſieur Richlieu, burnt 
the Orphan-houſe, and four hundred orphans in it. 


bl 
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Yet warm from Louiſbourg, and blood of Gaul; 
He long'd to ſee the ſavage Indians fall. 

Keen threat'ning fires, he ſhot from wrathful eyes, 
Whilſt from bis brazen engines veng'ance flies. 
His manly boſom burn'd, with freeborn flame ; 
To ſpread the terror of his ſov'reign's name. 

He burſt like fate, againſt the ſcalping foe 

And whelm'd them in the Gallic overthrow. 

Levi at firſt, and Orleans they poſle(s'd 

And to the batt'ring ſiege, themſelves addreſs'd. 
Large, and ſmall faſcine batteries, ſoon are plann'd, 
And guns, and murd”ring mortars quickly mann'd. 
The thells and ſhot, and black diſploding grain, 
Are ſent to Wolfe, nor are they ſent in vain ; 

He deals deſtruction *mong(t Canadian pow'rs, 
Their bulwarks razes, and ſubverts their tow'rs. 


Wurst Wolfe, and Saunders, gainſt Quebec 
combine, | 
The French (alarm'd) had plann'd a dire deſign, 
To execute a dreadful fiery * doom; 
And in relentleſs blaze, the fleet conſume. 
| | As 


* Whilſt General Wolfe, and Admiral Saunders, were 
uniting their utmoſt efforts, to batter, deſtroy, and take the 
town: or bring Monſ. De Montcalm, (an able, fortunate, 
and brave commander) to battle : the French ſeveral times 
ſent down from the town, on the rapid ſtream, fireſhips, 
and boats full of combuſtibles, to deſtroy our ſhipping, which 
almoſt wholly filPd the channel. But by the extraordinary 
ſkill, and vigilance of Admiral Saunders ; the bravery and 
intrepidity of his officers, and failors, every veſſel of this 
kind ſent againſt them, was tow'd aſhore, without doing the 
leaſt miſchief, TA 
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As Etna oft, with ſulph'rous flame, and noiſe, 
Subjacent towns and cities quick deſtroys; 
Whene'er inrag'd, the mountain overflows, 

And from its womb, th'infernal mixture throws; 
So from Quebec, / adrift,) the Gallic flame; 
Down thro' the gulf, againſt brave Saunders came. 
Toward the Britiſh fleet, the terrors ride, 

In awful manner, on the rapid tide; 

The blazing deaths, a little fleet appear ! 

(Enough to ftrike the boldeſt ſoul with fear!) 

As if th'infernal coaſt, (itſelf,) was drawing near! 
Saunders aware, deſcry'd 'em from afar, 
And foon prepar'd to meet the flaming war. 

Great Britain's tars toward the danger ſpeed ; 
And prov'd they were true Engliſhmen indeed. 
(For as the Grecians gather'd from a far, 

When Hector urg'd along the flaming war, 
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Round Ajax throng'd, his near approach to greet, 
To fell their lives, and ſave the Grecian fleet: 
(Begirt with Trojans *, on the hero came; 
And high e bore the Phrygian flame :) 
Refolv'd 


»The whole ſtory, of the battle near the ſhip of the dead 
Proteſilaus; the compact body, and immoveable reſolution 
of the Grecian phalanx, around the two Ajaces, and ſeveral 
other commanders, oppoſing the deſperate, and formidable 
onfat of Hector; (exulting in his having paſs'd the wall, 
which guarded the ſhips, and the Grecian camp ;) begirt 


with the fierceſt, and prime warriors of his Army, and the 
numerous bands of the then triumphant Trojans, ruſhing 


furiouſly on after, (like a deluge,) with the fiery war : the 


Grecians ſtruggles to repulſe the Trojans, and ſave the * 
an 
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Reſolv' d they fix d, nor ever once gave ground, 

Till Hector's flame, in Trojan blood was drown'd. 

So Engliſh ſailors, glow'd with fierce deſires, 

Reſolv'd to quell thoſe num'rous floating fires. - 

Boats, throng on boats, as near the fireſhips drew ; 

Clapp'd cloſe: on board, and chains, and grapples 
threw: 

With buſy, anxious minds, they boldly wrought; 

And Gallia's burning ſcheme, reduc'd to nought. 

Canadians, Gauls, (fruſtrated,) all in vain, 

Goaſhing their teeth, to ſenſeleſs walls complain, 

Juſt as a hungry wolf, but ſlowly flies, 

Whilſt dogs, and ſhepherds, follow with their 
cries, | 

Grinning, oft turns, with fear, and fierce diſdain, 

Reluctant runs, and quits the bleating plain, 

His ſavage fierceneſs, ſcarcely can with- hold, 

So grinn'd Quebec, by Providence controul'd : 

So fled their tars, when our brave tars appear'd ; 


They heard their ſhouts, their Bon ous _y 
. fear'd, 


Tno' ſev'ral ſhips, with fires infernal glow'd, 
From larboard, ſtarboard, clear, each flame was 
 tow'd : 
Whilſt Bxunswick's . at anchor ſafely rode. 


BRITAIN 


and 4 Trojans efforts, to ruſh on, and burn the fleet, with 
the ſcale of battle turn'd by the approach of Patroclus, in 
Achilles's armour, and chariot, with Hector's retreat, the 
Grecian navy ſav'd from Hector's flame, the Trojan, rout, 
and carnage, which enſu'd; may be read in the fiſtbenth, 
and ſixtcenth books of Homer's Iliad. | 


TORI 
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Bxrrain exult ! let wond'ring nations hear, 
Thy freeborn tars, mock at the name 'of fear ! 
Far from their hearts, deſpondency they chace; 


And boldly ſtare deſtruction in the face! 


Fear not my lads, ſays ev'ry Britiſh tar, 

Whilſt plunging *midft the thunder of the war. 
Thus oft, the French ſent down their horrid fires, 
As oft, our ſailors glow'd with fierce deſires, 

To grapple with the flaming ſulph'rous war! 
T*oppoſe their boats! and all their ſchemes to mar! 
Where flame, and death, and war, tumult'ous rage 
There ſhout the Britiſh tars! and with delight en- 


gage ! 


| a Grecians ſav'd their fleet, from 8 gf 
8 flame, 
And *gainſt ſtrong Troy, with bann veng ance 
came, 
Saunders, and Wolfe, and Holmes, repay'd the 
| Gauls; 


And brought GREAT BRITAIN's thunder to their 
walls. 


From Levi's Point, Wolfe's rapid ſtorm came 
down |! 


Saunders below, and Holmes above the town, 
(Intent on war, in fulminating ſort, ) 
Eject their bolts, to raze the Gallic fort. 

From ſhips and batt'riès, with deſtruction ſtor'd, 
In triple concert, England's veng ance roar'd. 


1 ON 
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O Levi's Point, Wolfe ruminating ſtood ; 

Thence Moncalm': s camp, and ſtrong Quebec he 
view'd, 

Quebec, whoſe baſe was on a lofty rock ; 

Diſpos'd to ſtand, amidſt the fierceſt 3 

Tho' Engliſh fleets, the garriſon ſurround, | 

And Engliſh forces throng th*adjacent ground; 

Like thoſe, on Babylon's ſtupendous wall * 

Who fear' d no foes, tho' Heav'n ſhould threat the 
fall ; 

By art, and nature, form'd for ſtrong defence, 


With proud diſdain, the French look'd down from 
thence, 


On glorious death, ar well earn'd conqueſt bent: 
Wolfe, with his troops, to Moatmorenci + went: 
Attack'd the trenches, brav'd the num'rous foe, 


Who ſculk'd behind their banks, and fear'd an 
overthrow ! 


Tu time deciſive now, came on to ſtorm, 
And death put on, a fierce tremendous form! 


His 


* The people of Babylon, when the city was beſieg'd, 
look'd down with a fearleſs diſdain, on the troops which 
beleaguer'd the walls, and trated to their ſtupendoas 
height, and ſtrength. So Quebec, both by art, and nature, 
was moſt ſtrongly tornhed, and render'd capable of an ob- 
ſtinate defence. 


+ The Place, near where Monſ. Montcalm was entrench'd. 
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His vanguard, were the terrors of the nights 
Wolfe, Monckton, Townſhend,” whetted for the 


- Rabts: 6 


| Englith, Hibernians, WO and 
| With native rage, for dang'rous battle warm'd: 
Provincials too, with emulation came; 


And march'd intrepid, to.the field of fame. 
The Britiſh tars, as ſtrong reſerves await z 
To join the chace, or favour the retreat. 


Inviron'd thus, midſt terrors on he came 
With BRITAIN's thunderbolts, and ſulph'rous 


flame! 


Now near the ſhore, th'aſſalling forces drew, 


And leaden deaths, (like hail,) in vollies flew. 
Engliſh, Canadians, French, drop gli around; 


Guns, men, and blood, beſtrew the ſlippꝰ'ry ground. 


French deep mouth'd guns, diſgorge their mur- 


d'ring glut; 


From front to rear, wide lanes of carnage cut: 
Deſcending bombs, (from num'rous forts of Gaul,) 


Among the troops, and boats, in plenty fall ; 
Promiſcuous kill; with fulminating light, 


| Diſplode, and add, new terrors to the fight. 


The troops, and tars, ruſh'd on, with martial 
wrath ! 


Thro' floods of flame! and Ae of death! 
Wolfe, and his men, thro' dangers, ſpeed to ſnore, 
Where Gallic guns, and murd'ring mortars roar: 


Gauls, and Canadians, mix'd, engage ten deep; 


Our troops attempt an aſcent, Tough, and ſteep; 


And 
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And on the neck of danger, dare to land, 

Where Gallia's thick mud banks were ten times 
mann'd! | 

At length retreat; (for numbers gain'd the day,) 

Whilſt Peyton , mongſt the dead, and wounded 
lay. 

Not far; (deſcending to the ae of night hy 

Lay Ochterlony +, in a diſmai plight : 

Their two great hearts, by martial glow were fir'd; 

And both their ſouls, ſweet, friendſhip's flame in- 
ſpir'd ; 

Of characters unblam' d; and free from ſtains : 

Link'd, firm as fate, in amicable chains. 

The Grenadiers wou'd fain their help beſtow ; 

And bear them (wounded) from the ſcene of woe : 

No, gen'rous friends; the Caledonian ſaid; _ 

bear that brave man, (in ſafety) from the dead; 

pointing to Peyton, with his fractur'd bone: 

Here let me lie, and bleed to death alone. 

Peyton refus'd, (with generous diſdain ;) 

To leave his wounded friend upon the plain : 

Fierce as the dragon guards th*Heſperian fruit, 

Lay bleeding, (warm'd.) to meet the dread diſpute. 


F : HERE 


* Mr. Peyton was an Triſh gentleman, lieutenant of Cap- 
tain Ochterlony's company of Grenadiers. 


+ Mr. Och terlony was a Sctoch gentleman, and captain 
of a company of Royal American Grenadiers. He and 
Mr. Peyton were inſeparable friends, and of unblemiſh'd 
characters. 
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od * 1 „ * 


l 


HE ſeems for death, an emulating ſtrife, 
Peyton, ſome minutes, guards departing life ; 
And Ochterlony, with his dying breath, 

Begs Peyton's reſcue from the field of death. 


As there they lay, among the num'rous ſlain, 
Two ſcalping murderers, (with cruel mein,) 


Join'd by a Gaul, towards the warriors drew; 
And ated like a plund'ring * highway crew; 


Now Ochterlony roſe from off the ground : 

(Tho' pain'd, and bleeding, from a mortal f 
wound ') 

Within his reach, no friendly weapon ſaw, 

Wherewith to deal the Caledonian blow; 

Elſe, doubtleſs, all his mighty blows had felt, 


And fall'n beneath the ſtrokes, his rage had dealt: 


As dying lions, wide deſtruction ſpread; 

Cruſh dogs, and men, and fink together dead. 

A pond'rous blow, deſign'd to daſh his head, 

An ill aim'd firelock, on his ſhoulder I laid: 
Another, 


* They took Mr. Peyton's lac'd hat from him, and robb'd 
Captain Ochterlony of his watch, and money, and then one 


of the Indians attempted to knock his brains out, with his 
firelock, and the other diſcharg'd into his body, and ſtabb'd 


him with his ſcalping knife, 


+ He was ſhot through the lungs, with a muſket ball: 
wore no {word in the ation, and was oblig'd to drop his fu- 
ſee, long before; ſo. that now, he was quite unarm'd. 


tt One of the Indians, attempted to knock him on 


the head, miſ. d the blows: and laid it on his ſhoulder ; 15 
other 
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Another, full of ſavage (Gallic) wrath, 

Poar'd in his breaſt, a load þ of leaden death: 

A third effort, the butch'ring Savage made; 

And thro? his belly plung'd his ſcalping Þ blade. 
Moſt fiercely kneeling *, midſt his murd'ring foes, 
His naked hands ſtill parry'd off their blows 


"> Wi: call'd ro wounded Peyton, deeply pain'd 
And of their outrage, to his friend complain'd +. 
As ruſh*d the Trojan hero 2, from the ſhade, 
And dealt deſtruction with his mortal blade; 
+ don as he ſaw the fatal blow deſcend, 


And on the ground, a gallant dying friend : 

like him, fierce Peyton, ſtraightway boldlyrear'd; 
Defiantefrown'd! and both the ſcalpers dar'd : 
Rouz'd,..cho*in pain, *twixt bravery, and hate, 

He groan'd 1 in 5 flame, and ſent the leaden fate; 3 


dther diſcharg'd into his breaſt, and ſtabb'd him in the belly 
zith his ſcalping knife. He Kill Rood, and call'd to Mr, 
keyton, O Peyton ! the villain has ſhot me! | 


er, * They brought him on his knees, by repeated blows, 

ad efforts, and thought to ſtrangle him with his ſaſh : but 
b'd be till, (tho? fo often, and deadly wounded,) with ſurpri- 
me ing exertion, baffled them: and after all, got into the town, 
his ld ſome days, and died there. 


& 7 He cried out, O Peyton ! the villain has ſhot me! 


1; t Niſus, who with Uryalus, ifſu'd from Eneas's camp, 

PR lew Rhamnes, Rhemus, and many others, of the enemy's 
amp, and march'd onward, to warn Eneas of their dan- 
zer; but were met by Volſcens, in the wood, with three 

on hundred horſe, two of which, beſides Volſcens, Niſus flew, 

the Wi revenge of the gallant Uryalus, flain by them. 

her 


Mr. Peyton had a double barrel'd fuſee. 


4 » 
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Which gain'd th'event, the gallant Peyton hop'd, 
By death arreſted, down an Indian dropp'd : 
On Ochterlony fell, (deſign'd his prey,) 
And grinning, groan'd his ſavage ſoul away. 
When Furio ſaw his mate bereav'd of life, 
Frowning, he graſp'd his fatal ſcalping knife; 

Fiercely, toward the wounded Peyton ſped, 
In fancy, ſeiz'd his ſcalp, and doom'd him dead, 
The bold Hibernian, ſtill unconquer'd ſtood ; 
His fractur'd leg, pour'd out the vital blood: 
Tho? his firm heart, of blood was nearly drain'd; 
Reſenting rage, and courage, yet remain'd : 
Tho' wounded, and alone amidſt the field; 
To Indian foes, he greatly ſcorn'd to yield: 
For as the Savage nearer to him drew, 
His ſcorn encreas'd, and reſolution grew : 
On one foot poiz'd again, he boldly fir'd : 
But fate deny'd the great event deſir'd: 
Th'Indian's breaſt, receiv'd the miſſive ball: 
But ſtill, unſhock'd, as if it ſtruck a wall; 
He ſhew'd no ſign of pain, and ſcorn'd to fall! 
*Gainſt Peyton, he, the leaden ruin ſent : 
Which ah! full ſure, . the hero's ſhoulder rent; 
T hen onward ruſh'd, (full of Canadian pride,) 
His bay' net fleſh'd, and thruſt it thro? his fide. 
The ſecond thruſt, he found himſelf deceiv'd ; 
Peyton's left hand the ſanguin'd point receiv'd : 
Which-ſeiz'd the muſket with-uncommon wrath, 
Whilſt his right hand drew forth the glitt'ring * 

death; 
He 


* Mr. Peyton, luckily wore a dagger. 


He 
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He play'd again the brave Hibernian's part; 
And plung'd his faithful dagger to his heart. 
Now hand to hand they join, and face to face ; 
And graſp and ſtruggle, in a cloſe embrace : 
For prey, the Savage ſtill maintain'd the ftrife 
Peyton, for vict'ry fought, for fame, and life: 
He oft his dagger plung'd, and groan'd, and 

frown'd, 5 

And ſpurn'd th'infernal ſcalper to the ground. 


So wounded tygers, on Eaſt Indian plains, 
Run down by Blacks, and vex'd with pungent. 
pains 3 WE 
Drop to the ground, and ſeem to pant for breath, 
A prey almoſt to grim all-conq'ring death: 

But on thapproach of black purſuing foes, 

Again reviv'd, their innate courage glows : 
Rampant they rear, and roar, and ſwing their tails; 
With deadly fangs, and lacerating nails ; 

They tear, and kill, and ſtain the place with blood; 
Walk growling off, and ſhelter in the wood ; 

As Peyton limp'd, (with cruciating pain,) 

After he had Canadian ſcalpers ſlain. 


A Band “ of ſavage Indians now drew near: 
But Peyton fac'd, as if forgot to fear. 
| F 3 As 


* Theſe were a company of above thirty, in full march, 
to deſtroy him: but when he fac'd about, the foremoſt halt- 
ed, and waited to be join'd by their fellow, but he kept 
them all at a diſtance, till three brave Highlandets, (detach- 
ed from a ſmall party, headed by Captain Macdonald, a 
Scotch gentleman,) came to his timely reſcue, and carried 
dim off the field of battle. : 
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As if grim death had brandiſh'd high his dart; 

They ſtood aloof, and terror fill'd each heart 

So Ajax turn'd, and frown'd at Ilium's tow'rs; 

When Grecians fled from conq'ring Trojan 
pow'rs 3 

A living bulwark in the rear remain'd ; - 

The chace retarded, and the charge ſuſtain'd ! 


The mean ſoul'd French, ſeem'd on his death intent; 


And from the breaſtwork, thund'ring vollies ſent. 

Peyton, (as if invulnerable) ſtood, 

Sedate, in pain, their grov'ling rancour view'd. 

For mighty fate fruſtrated ſpiteful Gauls ; 

To right and left, wide flew their hiſſing balls ! 

As he ſuch wonders in their ſight had done; 

So bravely fought, and dear bought vict'ry won; 

French harmleſs cannon took a random aim 

They roar'd applauſe ! and thunder'd loud ac- 
claim! 


MAcpox Alp * now, (with emulating flame,) 
.Amid ſurrounding dangers fiercely came : 

And with his little party ruſnh'd along, 

Before him, French and Indians fearful throng. 

As bears, when chac'd, will ſometimes make a ſtand, 

And ruſh triumphant, thro? the hunting band; 

For ſtolen cubs, with double fury burn ! 

And ſcatter death, which way ſoc'er they turn 
So 


Mr. Macdonald was a Scotch gentleman, a captain in 
Colonel Frazer's battalion, who came, for a young gentle- 
man, his kinſman, who dropp'd on the field of battle, and 
bore him in triumph off, againſt all oppoſition. 


— 


an 
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So for his fall friend, Macdonald ſtray'd, 
And bore him from the field of battle dead. 
As round he turn'd his anxious buſy fight, 


He ſaw brave Peyton, in diſtreſſed plight : 


Sent three fierce Highlanders acroſs the field; 

Who from the Savages, the hero ſhield. 

Midſt vollies *, flame *, and deaths , and Gal- 
. Þ6+-* Mes 

With him, (triumphant,) from the foes retire ! 

Like Scipio , thro” the field, with carnage ſtrow'd; 

So he, upon the Scotchman's ſhoulders rode 

Now Providence once more eſpous'd their cauſe; 


French harmleſs cannon, roar'd a loud applauſe! 


Here brightly ſhines another glorious ſtrife, 
Th* Hibernian þ ſav'd the Caledonian's Þ lite ; 
And now Macdonald, thiriting after fame, 
(From Indian knives,) to Peyton's reſcue came. 


RepvLs'pd and vex'd, uncertain of ſupplies ; 
Wolfe view'd the lofty town with ardent eyes : 
34 And 


N were about fixty yards from the enemy's 
breaſtwork, and troops, who kept a continual fire of cannon, | 
and ſmall arms, on them, but they got all triumphant off. 


+ Young Scipio, took his father on his ſhoulders, when 
in danger, and carried him through the enemy's battle, to 
a place of ſafety. It may be read in the Carthaginian war. 


t t Mr. Peyton at firſt, kill'd the Indians attempting to 
kill Captain Ochterlony ; and now Mr. Macdonald, a Scotch 
captain, reſcues Mr. Peyton from a party of Indians coming 
dow: upon him; the whole ſtory may be read at large, in 
the Britih Magazine of . 1760. 
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And whilſt he plann'd the methods to prevail, 
(Reſolv'd he wou'd the garriſon aſſail;) 
His mighty ſoul within his boſom rag'd, 
And war inteftine with his body wag d. 
His enterprizing mind, by glory fir'd; 
To honour's ſummit emulous aſpir'd ; 
His genius active: but his body flow, 
To counteract, the ſtrong, the Gallic foe, 
As guns are worn by fierce expanding flame; 
Reſolves intrepid ſhook his tender frame. 


Tno' firſt the landing in diſpute was held, 
And BriTaivw's troops by numbers were repell'd; 
Like hungry lions, (foaming for their prey ;) 

Our troops again prepare to force their way. 
As ev'ry grain with joint impulſive force, 

The bullet urges in its rapid courſe ; 
Soldiers, and ſailors,“ join'd againſt the Gauls, 
With bombs, and bullets, raz'd the lofty walls. 
French and Canadians, under covert get; 
Death glances ſwift along the parapet. 
Rais d up aloft, deſcending death comes down, 

Like Egypt's hail, upon the ſubject town: 
. | | OD ES Which 


* * ſt is very remarkable, the union that ſubſiſted be. 
tween the ſoldiers and ſailors, during the long, tedious, and 
dangerous fiege ; always ready, and active, to ſu pport, and 

aſſiſt each other, and ſeem'd never better pleas'd, than when 
an opportunity offer'd of exerting themſelves, for each other: 
as if fir'd by emulation, who could ſhow themſelves moſt 
alert, to gain a glorious name, and ſtand with the molt in- 
. *trepid ſouls, the greateſt ſhock of danger. 


- 


2 
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Which mix'd with fierce æthereal flame around, 


Beat man, and beaſt, and cattle to the ground : 
So glancing bombs dance madly thro the ſtreet ; 


And with diſploſion fierce, their houſes greet : 

(Which piece-meal torn,) to open view diſplay'd, 

The baſes of the ſtrongeſt domes are laid. | 

Men, women, children, midſt the lame are loſt ; 

(To atoms rent, and into nothing toſt:) 

With theſe, the flaming carcaſes conſpire, 

To ſcatter ruin, and devouring fire. 

Britiſh and Gallic guns, and mortars ſound ; 

With roar deſtructive ſhake th*adjacent ground! 

Shrieks! groans! and yells! and hoſtile ſhouts | 
are heard around! 

Such noiſe heard Satan, (that deceiver fell; 3). 

When on the verge of chaos, night, and hell. 

With eager ſpeed, they guns and mortars ply: 

And thronging deaths of lead, and iron fly: | 

Our troops roar death againſt the batter'd walls 


And death, receive again, from fretful Gauls, 


As moles, to ſubterraneous holes betake; 

So engineers, (unſeen,) approaches make: 
Prepar'd (like earthquakes, tumid, from below,) 
To riſe deſtructive, with ſulphureous glow : 
And raze the town and fort, with inſtant over- 

: throw. | | 
Wolfe, and his troops, (with ſlow advances) ſteal 
Towards the town, {till anxious to prevail. 


WITH 
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Wrru full ten chouſand, Montcalm keep the 
„ | 
Canadians mix'd, with trembling, tim'rous French. 
Quebec holds out, and much ſurrender dreads; 
Wolfe ſhakes his flaming veng'ance o'er their 
. 
Conſcious of Britiſh blood, by murder ſpilt ; 
Of treaties broke, and ſportive ſcalping guilt ; 
Of mothers ripp'd, and helpleſs infants cries ; 
Which calls for ſweeping judgment from the 
ſkies 

They roll with gloomy dread their ki eyes. 


M. 3 brave Amherſt, Johnſon, 
Rogers, warm 
With native zeal, the continent alarm, 
Townſhend, and Bradſtreet, Prideaux, Howe, 
advance ; 
With Forbes, 3 gainſt the friends of 
France. 


So much reſpect the gallant Howe * had 
pain d, 

The poſt of honour had ſo well maintain'd; 
| 2 That 


Colonel Howe, who was unfortunately kill'd, advanc. 
ing to the attack of Ticonderoga ; and for whom, the peo- 
le of Maſſachuſetts-Bay, erected a monument, in Weſt- 
minſter-Abbey. The Province of Maſſachuſetts-Bay, in 


| New England, + an order of the' General Court, bearing 
datcs 
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That when he bravely fell againſt the Gauls, 
Before Ticonderoga's fatal walls z 

In Maſſachuſetts-Bay, for his great worth, 

A gen'rous flame of gratitude broke forth : 

A coſtly monument they chearful give; 

That Howe, tho' dead, may in remembrance live: 
There may be read New England's grateful flame; 
Howe's luckleſs death; and mighty warring fame. 


AMHERST drove on, cloath'd in ſtern war's 
| alarms ; 

And ſpread the terror of Britannia's arms. 
(Thro' pathleſs dangers ; and thro' deep defiles,) 
From ambulh ſafe, and baſe Canadian wiles; 

He paſt victorious, Heav'n propitious ſmiles. | 
So Hannibal, o'er alpine mountains ſped, 

And Carthaginians gainſt the Romans led. 

The gallant Johnſon, and Provincials roſe ; 

With Amherſt join'd, againſt our plotting foes, 


BETORE him, forts, towns, corn, and plen- 
ty ſtood ; 
Behind, black defelation might be view'd ; 
Bulwarks unmann'd, and trenches drench'd in 


blood : 
Canadian 


date, Feb. 1, 1759. cauſed this monument to be erected to 
the memory of George Auguſtus, Lord Viſcount Howe, Bri- 
gadier General of His Majeſty's Forces in America, who 
was ſlain, July 6, 1758, on his march to Ticonderoga, in 
the thirty fourth year of his age; in teſtimony of the ſenſe 
they had of his ſervices and military virtues, and of the af- 
fection their officers and ſoldiers bore to his command. 


ol | | | 
: 
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Canadian carnage round the rampiers lay; 


And treach'rous Gallic blood, mark'd out his way : 5 

Provincials rage and Britiſh heroes glow, 

For grand revenge, againſt the ſcalping foe : 

And like that death, which much fam'd Milton 
made, 

Whom Satan found amid Winfernal ſhade; ; 

And told him ſtraight, he ſhou'd mankind devour, 


He bleſs'd his maw, and wiſh'd the happy hour; 
Grinn'd horrid ſmiles, and brandiſh'd high his 


dart, 
| Prepar'd to ſtrike each living creature's heart: 
So theſe rejoice, (inrag'd,) with vengeful gloom; 
And wiſh the day, to fix Canadia's doom : 


1 They knit their brows, and with a ſtern diſdain, 


Frown future veng'ance thro* Canadia's plain: 
For ſavage Montcalm in their minds remain'd, 
Who tamely ſtood, while Gallic Indians ſtain'd 


With Britiſh conquer'd blood, Fort William's * 


| plains, 5 
Ripp'd mothers up, and daſd out infants brains! 


: | As 


/ 


* When Fort William was taken in America, by Mon- 
ficur Montcalm, after the ſurrender of the fort, and our 
troops were marching out, (according to capitulation :) the 
Indians fell upon our ſoldiers, as they paſs'd on, with their 
wives and children, and begun to knock down, ftrip, and 
butcher men, women, and children, promiſcuouſly ! whiltt - 
Monſieur Montcalm, and the French troops ſtood and look'd 


\ tamely on the diſperſion ! confuſion ! and carnage of the En- 


gliſh! and on being a{k'd by ſome gentlemen, (who fled to 
them» 
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As when fierce tygers roar amid the wood, 

Hunting for prey, full ſcent on human blood; 

The trav'ller hears, and wing'd with dread ſurprize, 

To diſtant ſhelter for his ſafety flies : 

So veng'ance Amherſt roar'd, the French and In- 
dians creep 

To woods, and caves, and forts, like flocks of 
tim'rous ſheep. 


O W on the wings of time, the mam as 
pear'd | 
Whoſe dread ne Quebec fo —_— 9 
When Montcalm, and his Pops. ſhou'd quit the 
| field : h 
To Monckton, Wolfe, and Tes van- 
quiſh'd yield. 
The martial Trine aſcend the rugged hill, 
The troops inſpir'd, a manly ardour feel; 


They 


them, and claim'd their protection,) why they ſuffer'd this 


outrage, and cruelty ? Montcalm, anſwer'd them in a frivo- 
lous manner, ſomething to this purport ; That they were 
« a deſperate, ſavage fort of people; ſcarcely to be kept 
* within bounds; their good friends, and allies, ſerv'd 
r them for what plunder they could get; and claim'd it as 
« their due: (tho? ſore againſt his will;) and as the caſe 
** ſtood, they being ſo reſolute, and ungovernable, he could 
* not well tell how to reſtrain them.” However, ſeveral who 
eſcap'd in the general tumult, fled back to him, and had the 
great humanity ſhown them, to be preicrv'd from butchery. 
Whilſt the Indians ſtill continu'd to glut themſelves, in plun- 
dering, ſcalping, ripping womens bodies, and daſhing chil- 
drens brains out! at leaſt, if all this was not done there; it 
was done at other places ſeveral times. 


* 
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They clamber up the precipices ſteep; 

_ Retarded oft, and oft times forc'd to creep! _ 

From. bough to bough, themſelves TY onward 
drew | 

Their reſolution with the danger grew: | 

Moft nobly rouz d, to act beyond compare, 

And ſhow the world, how much true Britons dare; 

To give the French another ſpecimen, 

Like Poictiers, Creſſy, Blenheim, Dettingen! 

And like the (ſturdy) Britiſn troops of old; 

With whom the HEX, vs oft the Gauls con- 
trouPd ; 

Onward they ws, with great heroic glow, 

Io hew thro' ſquadrons of the num'rous foe ; 

Who from a four gun fort to flight betake, 

As Wolfe and Monckton their approaches make; 

With which our troops the lying Frenchmen 
"rake. 


 Rayid as torrents, when they downward ſweep; 
Howe, and his corps, aſcend the rocky ſteep, 
They clear'd the path, . guards diſlodg'd 
purſu'd, 
And all our troops upon 52 ſummit flood. 
There undiſturb'd they rang'd, in dread array, 
Fer Phcebus thither roll'd the car of day. | 


THEIR near approach alarm'd the threaten'd 
town. 
And now death wore a formidable frown. 
He fill'd the battlements of hoſtile walls; 


To right and left ſuſtain'd by troops of Gauls; 
Canadians 
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Canadians black, fill'd up the howling rear: 


And female ſhrieks, and tremor, and pale fear ; 
And ſhatter'd flaming domes, doſe at their heels 


appear 


Now Montcalm dares t'evacuate the trench: 
(Six thouſand Britons brave ten thouſand French.) 
— Montcalm, whoſe name is brought, by fame from 
far; | 
In battle brave, and much expert in war 
On whom all France, and Lewis had an eye, 
On whoſe try'd conduct, chiefly they rely; 
Montcalm, who had ſo long great Wolfe withſtood; 
And as a dam repels a mighty flood; 
(Well vers'd in war, back'd by Canadian force,) 
 Stopp'd the brave warrior in his rapid courſe: 
Thus at a bay, retarded, (not repell'd ;) 
Cape Breton' s ſcourge, and England's troops were 

held, 


 Noveur can the will of mighty fate oppoſe ; 

For Montcalm dares, and Wolfe with ardour 
glows. 

The hour is come, and now their eager feet 

Advance with ſpeed, in fierce aſſault to meet; 0 

And with a hoſtile frown, each other greet. 

So Anthony dar'd Cæſar once t'oppoſe; 

And ne'er ſince then, till now, met two ſuch foes. 


Ar ſtake, (on fortune of the doubtful day,) 
Canadia's weal, and Britain's honour lay. 
ha _ Thot 
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Tho the ſpruce Gauls and Indians rudely ſneer'd, 


$a aſk'd how Wein and his eight thouſand 
en 


Fo come ſo far againſt their ſtrong Quebec ; ; 15 
Drawn by fond hope to give their arms a check? Whe 


Advis'd he'd go, and this for truth report; 
I can't attack, much leſs reduce the fort; 

For Montcalm occupies th'adjacent plain; 
Whoſe camp I cannot force ® nor: charge * ſu- 
ſtain. 


Wolfe, like a lion growl, 3 held at bay; 
And roar 8 an anſwer, on this fatal day. | 
* 
Wrru reſted arms, behold our troops advance 
T o meet the coming num rous Rage of France. 
The 


* * On the arrival of admiral Saunders, with General 
Wolfe, and the troops, near Quebec, when the French un- 
derſtood he had but eight thouſand troops with him, it is 
reported, they almoſt ſneer'd at him with diſgain ; confiding 


in the lofty and ſtrong ſituation of the place; and the almoſt p 
double number of | regulars, they had entrench'd, near the (His 
town, at the only attackable ſpot, under a bold, enter. Pp; 
priſing, and fortunate General; Monſieur De Montcalm, 25 
and aſk'd where he had left the keys of Quebec; and in a (An 
taunting manner, would have him return, and aſk his King Whe 
for them; for he could not force the bars of their gates: Tho 
- not daring to approach near enough ; becauſe Monſieur De 
Montcalm occupy'd the vacant plain, and form'd a living Are 
outwork round their rampart, too dreadful for his near ap- 
proaches ; aud before whoſe war he could not ſtand, if he A 
choſe to evacuate the trenches, and give him battle! but 
how contrary the great, (and almoſt unhop'd for) event, of And 
all theſe vaunts was, every one is ſo well acquainted with it, (Fea 
that it needs no recital here, And I wiſh I could fay, needs And 


no grief, for the loſs of ſo great a Patriot, and brave Com- 
RE. 
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The Highlanders diſcharg'd, their broad fwords 
drew; | 

And cloſe to battle, with the F renchmen flew, 

The reſt, as fiercely charg'd the troops of Gaul, 

When lo, Wolfe's wriſt was broken by a ball. 

(Sound was his heart,) he wrapp'd it up undreſt, 

And (unconcern'd,) among the foremoſt preſt. 

Like to a lion, whom the dogs ſurround, - 

By hunters vex'd, and rouz'd by painful wound 

The fearleſs beaſt will all their terrors dare, 

He growls and foams, and ſhakes his ſhaggy hair: 

Aloft they ſtand, nor dare provoke the fight; 

He roars aloud, with new collected might: 

With rage indignant now, his tail he ſwings; 

He looks, and in a ſtorm of death he ſprings ; 

Oer horſes; dogs, and men, his courſe is bent; 

Whoſe bodies ſtrew the way, the gen'rous Savage 
1765 wenn 0615 25; Puts 0 „ind 


Tuus with a rage, moſt lion- like, he turn'd ;; 
(His indignation *gainſt the Frenchmen burn'd * 
Piercing reſiſtleſs thro? the French array 
(And breachleſ carcaſes point out his way Yo 0 
Where - e' er he turns, death finds an ample prey. 
Thouſands recede, and thoſe who dare to ſtand, 
Are hewn in Janes, Wa his victorious band!- 


A Wouxp, cer long, a FOR bullet gave, 
And in his belly dug a ſanguin'd grave. 
(Fearing his wounds might ſpread a wild may 


And fix the dubious fortune of the day:) 
12. 8 25 With 
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He own'd himſelf compleatly fatisfy'd ! 
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With well diflembled caſe, be pnward trod, 
_ Whilſt crimſon'd life, (unſeen) in torrents flow'd 1 


In that dread fight, at fam'd Thermopylæ 
So * ebb'd the Spartan's ftream of life away ! 
Whilſt he alone, (with hoſtile hoſts inclos'd,) 
Hew'd waſteful voids! and all their pow'r oppos'd 
Wha, (tho' a king, in freedom's glorious cauſe,) 
Fell a glad victim for his country's laws! 
Millions of thronging darts obſcur'd the ſkies ; 
He falls, all o'er. one wound, no more to riſe ! 
Fix'd as a rock his fame, his honour never 
dies. | 1 
So bleeding Wolfe march'd on, without diſmay; 


To glory's goal, he mark'd his purple way. 


Bur ab! alas! *painſt fate what proof is found! 
His manly breaſt receives a mortal wound. 
Tho? ſinking down, amid the gloom of death, 
The patriot's boſom glow'd with martial wrath; 
And whilſt the ſhades of night upon him teal, 
Moſt anxiouſly demands, Do we prevail? 

He heard we did, and cer the hero dy'd, 


Cato, 


* Long after Leonidas, (the gallant king of Lacedzmon, 
in the battle at the paſs of Thermopyle,) had receiv'd 4 
wound in his flank from a ſpear ; he ſtill ruſh'd on, bore na- 
tions down ! thinn'd the thick wedg'd growing ranks of 
Barbarians ! and roll d the Aſian legions back confounded, 
with his impetuous charge! till faint with loſs of blood, and 


pain, his body throng'd with wounds, o'erweary'd with the 


long continu'd battle, almoſt ſated with ſlaughter, and born 
down by millions, he fell, a noble inſtance of that magna - 
nimity, with which the ſpirit of freedom animates a Pa- 
triot's ſoul ! | 


> 
| 
: 
þ 
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Cato, ſelf-wounded fell, thro? proud diſdain, | 
But Wolfe, in fight, was honourably ſlain. 

Th unwelcome fatal news, to Britain flies; 

And whilſt the loud acclaims of joy ariſe, 

For conqueſt on Canadia's cruel ſhore ; 

They mourn the hero, and his loſs deplore. 
Maternal fondneſs, heart felt grief expreſs'd ; 
And all the mother ſtood to view confeſs'd : 
Fondly abſorb'd, ſhe ſeem'd in briny woe; 
And ſympathizing Britain felt the blow: 

The mighty warlike Gro, too condeſcends, 
To own his worth, and Royal pity blends. 

Then ſigh'd, the much renown'd Ligonier ;' 
(Heroes hold heroes, eminently dear.) 

The much lov'd;Pict his eloquence diſplay'd, 

In due encomiums on the worthy dead: 

Such was his rhet'rick; (ſuch the force of truth,) 
So great the actions of the Gen'ral's youth; 

In lords and commons, ſuch the grateful flame, 
They vote a monument of laſting fame; 

With glorious truth his honour to diſplay, 

Till marble-blocks (themſelves) ſhall fade away. 
The living leaders gain'd a due regard 
Brunswick applauds, and Britain ſhouts reward. 
Each patriot mourn'd, each warring leader Ggh'd 
Vith warlike grief, when Wolfe the hero dy d. 
Among the fair ones, plaintive murmurs ran; 
We've loft the courteous warrior! gentleman |! 
Yet from qur ſouls he never ſhall depart ; 

Moſt gloriouſly intomb'd in ev'ry heart. 
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The Plebeian * crowd, a grateful ardour felt; 
And nobly with his mournful parent dealt. 
Adjacent great ones * ſcorn' d to be outdone, 
Politely penſive, mourn'd her worthy ſon : 
No fires * there blaz'd ! nor bright illuminationg 
ſhone ! 


To neighb'ring nations, this your fame ſhall 
ound... | | 
In {ad regret, the gen'ral joy was drown'd. 
This ſhow'd your value for the patriot more 
Than blazing joy, join'd with deep throated roar, 
By ftriplings (now) in future days grown old, 
This pleaſing tale ſhall to their ſons be told; 
Whilſt Wolfe's ſad mother for her darling wept, 
The tumult round her dome, in mute oblivion 
{1:41 lept t cs | | 

Hair happy woman! mother of a ſon! 

Who may be equall'd ! never be outdone! 


This 


* * * I often heard it reported, that the common peo. 
ple, (when news came that Quebec was taken, and General 
Wolfe kill'd;) generouſly refus'd to ring, make any bon- 
fires, or any kind of tumultous joy, where General Wolfe's 
mother liv'd; and that the people of ſuperior rank around 


her, as politely and generouſly refus'd to make an illumi- | 


nation; bat ſullenly ſeem'd to ſympathize, and ſhare her 
grief, A noble generoſity! 
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This be thy boaſt, thy ſon, (Britannia's pride ) 
Like great Leonidas *, and Titus ＋ dy'd! 
e en G 3 Their 


Leonidas was a Spartan King, deſcended from Hercu- 
les; who offer'd to ſacrifice his life, that Lacedæmon might 
not be entirely deftroy'd by Xerxes, who made an attack 
upon their countries, and liberties, with an army of about 
four or five millions: and as the Delphic Oracle had fore- 
told, a king deſcended from Hercules muſt die, to preſerve 
their country; Leonidas immediately repair'd to that impor- 
tant paſs, of the much fam'd Thermopylæ, with three hun- 
dred of his countrymen ; who, with the forces of ſome 
other cities of the Peloponneſus, together with the The- 
bans, Theſpians, and the troops of thoſe ſtates; compos'd 
an army, of near eight thouſand men. With theſe he oft 
engag'd, flew, trod down, and chac'd the Aſians ! who 
might be call'd a hoſt of armies! but for the laſt fatal en- 
counter, he reſerv'd only about fourteen hundred with him, 
viz. about three hundred Spartans ; four hundred The- 
bans; and ſeven hundred Theſpians. With theſe he moſt - 
bravely attack'd the camp of Xerxes, forc'd his way to the 
royal pavilion! burnt half the camp! and made an inere- 
dible laughter! but at length he fell, overpower'd by mil- 
lions ! not till he might almoſt be called a conqueror, even 
in the center of the enemy's camp. | | 


+ Titus was a young Roman warrior, ſon to Emilius, 
conſul of Rome, and governor of Aquileiaz and endu'd 
vith that magnanimity, and ſpirit of freedom, and valour, 
for which the ancient Romans were ſo much fam'd. Ile 
made a vigorous ſally on the camp of Maximin, ſuſtain'd 
by his brother Paulus, and the valiant Gartha, a Numidian 
oficer in the troops of Emilius. Gartha return'd wounded 
from the battle : Paulus and Titus, the two brothers, were 
ſurrounded by an hoſt of foes; born down, and taken priio- 
ners; not till they had form'd an heap of carnage round 
them, and burnt-the tower rais'd againſt the wall of Aqui- 
leia. But by means of the impetuous rage of the Britiſh 
legions, in the camp of Maximin, headed by Varus, whom 

JT | | Maximin 
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Their dying arms gave num'rous foes a check! 
Thy dying ſon was conq'ror at Quebec 

At noon of life, his glory's race was run! 
Bright as meridian blaze, his ſetting ſun ! 
England will ever hold his mem'ry dear! 
From age to age, the name of Wolfe revere ! 


Fox Wolfe firſt roſe, and with a dreaded frown, 
Ruſh'd on the Gauls, and prefs'd toward the town; 
And with his little army dar'd advance, 
Againſt ten thouſand regulars of France: 

With many Indian tribes, drawn from afar, 
Form ſcalping ambuſh, and the butch'ring war: 
(But theſe, to combat fair, ſcarce ever dar'd, 
Where biting Caledonian broad {words glar'd : 
To ambuſcades they run, in ſhade they lie; 

Nor ſtand the light'ning of an Engliſh eye!) 


As billows ſpread, when daſhing on a rock; 
(Which ſtands unmov'd, amid the pond'rous ſhock} 
They fall in froth and foam, on ev'ry ſide, 
Blended and loſt amidſt the briny tide :) 

So when their troops our frowning troops beheld! 

Receiv'd their ſhock, and found themſelves repell'd; 

And faw fierce Highlanders their broad ſwords 
.... wield, | 

They ſoon fell off, diſorder'd, thro' the field. 

Now fell brave Wolfe, whoſe preſence oft inſpir'd 

With warlike glow, and ev'ry warrior fir d. 
Turk 
Maximin flew; they were ſet at liberty, and Titus, at the 


head of their reſiſtleſs war, ſlew Maximin. But e'er the bat- 
tle clos d, receiv'd his mortal wound, and died in Aquileia. 
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TAE brave defenders of Britannia's weal; 
Which fought round Wolfe, and ſaw grim death 
prevail, 
Rous'd by eſteem and love, with mighty rage,) 
Prepar'd moſt fiercely with the foe t'engage : 
(Each lov'd the man, the warrior all eſteem'd ; 
Their leader, friend, and martial father deem'd.) 


(As mighty cat'racts roar from lofty falls!) 

They ſhout ! unite ! and ruſh upon the Gauls ! 

And like a pond'rous overwhelming flood ! 

They ſwept along! and glutted death with food ! 

And Frenchmen mourn'd Wolfe's fall, in ſtreams 
of blood 

Howe and his corps *, amid the doubtful field, 

Round flank and rear, in ſemicircle wheel'd ; 

A living rampart form'd, a fierce offenſiveC 
ſhield. 

By theſe, the charging foes were oft repell'd; 

Broken, o'eraw'd, and at due diſtance held; 

Or down in carnage trod, in cloſe engagement 
e 


Revenge! revenge! injur'd Britannia calls 8 


E'ER Gillia' troops, to. wild disorder yield; 


Reluctant next, brave Monckton quits the field. 
G 4 Oft 


* Ft is faid, in an account of the battle, that Colonel 
Howe, with his light infantry, cover'd the leſt wing, and 
rear, in ſuch a manner, as entirely to fruſtrate the attempts. 


of the enemy's Indians and. Canadians upon that flank. 
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Oft frowning turn'd, and ey'd the num'rous Gauls: 
Like great Eneas , near Laurentum's walls, 
Each warring corps with one conſent agreed, 
Bold Monckton wou'd have done, what Town- 
ſhend did. 
Did Townſhend's boſom glow with martial flame ! 
Monckton had ardour equal to the ſame. 
Did Townſhend brave th* impetuous Gallic wrath? 
So Monckton dar'd! midſt ſhow'rs of leaden death, 
Was honour, death, or vict'ry, Townſhend's aim? 
Conqueſt, or death, was gallant Monckton's claim. 
Each with indiff*rence, hoſtile dangers view'd ; 
And the great end, with fouls reſolv'd purſu'd. 
Monckton led on, torfierce encounter bent; 
Till thro? his lungs the rapid ball was ſent, 
Th' ill fated bullet nipt his ſoul's deſign, 
And ſent him wounded from th'advancing line. 
As fierce Achilles, on the Phrygian plain, 
When brave Patroclus was by Hector ſlain; 
And ſage Ulyſſes, from the battle ſent, 
Came limping, wounded, near the hero's tent; 
Frowning, ruſh'd on in mighty tranſport toſt, 
And with his pow'rs rejoin'd the friendly hoſt; 
He, and his myrmidons, like torrents flow'd 
RepelP'd | bore down! and o'er the Trojans trod 
80 


» Whilſt the Trojans, under the command of Eneas, 
were treating with the Rutilians, &c. near the walls of 
Laurentum in Italy; Eneas receiv'd an arrow ia his thigh, 
and immediately the battle began; from whence he retreat - 
ed with great reluctance. 
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So Townſhend, and his troops, whilſt glory calls, 


Impetuous ruſh d upon the ſcatr'ring Gauls. 


Howe, Murray, Fraſer, thirſting after fame; 

. Walſh, Burton, Dalling, kindling into flame, 
With eager ſpeed, towards the Frenchmen throng, 
And to the charge, urge Britain's troops along. 
Conſpicuous they, mongſt hardy ranks appear, 
In front, in flanks, the center, or the rear; 
Macdonald, Ince, with equal glory ſhine, 
Fam'd in the glorious war of fifty nine. 

Leaders, and ſoldiers, with one warring ſoul, 


Thro' blood, and flame, and deaths, to honour's 


gaol, 


Onward they plung'd, with veng'ance fiercely 


pleas'd : 
With ſanguin'd graſp, the palm of vict'ry ſeiz d. 
The dying Wolfe, the ſhouts of conqueſt heard, 


The welcome ſound, the bleeding Monckton 
chear'd. 


As when a gen'rous bull has broke his chat, Lf 
| Lays heaps on heaps o'er all th' affrighted plain, 


Sweeps thro? the throng, and with reſiſtleſs wrath,.. 


Spurns, toſſes, gores, and tramples crowds to death. 
So thro' the ranks of war Macpherſon hew'd 
With martial foul, and manly arm endu'd : 
Tho? with the weight of weak'ning years oppreſt, 
Finds youthful ardour glowing in his breaſt ! 
That weight of years no longer ſeems to feel; 
But deals out death, with bright avenging ſteel! 


. Or 
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Or as the ſons of Scotland, once before, rr 
When they deſcended on Cape Breton's ſhore ; 
Forc'd throught the French, with fierce Herculean 

| might, 

And triumph'd 'midſt the dangers of the fight : 

He lifts his ſword, and with repeated blow, 

As peaſants through a field of barley mow, 

He lays the Gauls in heaps, in ſanguin'd over. 

throw! 

This ſaw our troops, and quick from man to man, 

(As trains of powder blaze, ) an ardour ran ! 

Grown greatly emulous, (with fixed thought, ) 

Each like Hector, or Achilles fought! 


Down ne and Scots, with mutual _ 


wrath, 
In Frenchmens bodies oft, their broad ſwords 
_ ſheaths 
And onward tread, amid refulgent death. 
Where er they turn'd, a tranſient brightneſs 
„„ a: | 
Which like th. Aurora Borealis ſeem'd. 


Ava while, each diff rent corps for fight ad- 
* ä 
With fixed bayonets, to ſtand the teſt: 
As bolts, and lightnings, rive the knotted oak, 


Thro' thick throng'd ranks of charging F rench- | 


men broke! 
As they grew warm, the Frenchmens hearts grew 
7 cold, 
Platoons of ſoldiers o'er the leaders roll'd ! 
| : | Before 
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Before the Britiſh charge, with Gallic dread,) 
Cohorts receding, . tumbled oer the dead. _ 

In heaps battalions throng d, with ſouls trahsfix'd ; 
The fighting, wounded, dying, dead, were mix'd! 
And as inwhirlwinds, on Arabia's coaſt, 

(Amid ſurprize!) whole caravans are loſt; 

So theſe botn down before the Britiſh might, 
(Involv'd in fear,) their ſafety ſought in flight. 


(Canadians yell, and conq'ring Britons ſhout, 
And ſpread tumultous terror round about. 
He thought, (like floods, when ſwoln by heavy 
ſhow'rs,) 
Begirt with Gauls, and black Canadian pow'rs, 
To ſweep triumphant o'er the ſavage plains 
Gave Indian rage, and cruelty the reins. 
The mighty pond'rous taſk, he could not wield ; 
Nor cou'd Quebec from Albion's thunder ſhield £ 
Britannia's warriors flung him vanquiſh'd down, 
And. chac'd his troops diſorder'd to the town. 
Th'artill'ry roar'd upon their broken rear; 
Urg'd on their flight, and added wings to fear. 
The gallant Williamſon “ forgets his age, 
Deſerts his corps, and full of martial rage, 
(With youthful vigour fluſhing in his face,) 
He joins the ſons of Scotland in the chace. 


Now Montcalm flees amidſt a total rout; ? 


This old gentleman commanded the artillery, on the 
plain of Abraham that day; and when the French began 
to retreat, he deſerted his corps, clapp'd on his ſpectacles, 

and with his fuſee join'd the Anſtruthers and Highlanders 
in the chace, with all the ſprightlineſs of youthful vigour, 


92 W A R: An Heroic Poem. 


Oh wond'rous war oh glorious thirſt of fame! 
Which * old age, nas animating flame! | 


nr s “ corps, now heated in 
the rear, 

Freſh troops, with formidable front appear; 
As if they wou'd the nice occaſion catch, 
And from our troops, their infant vict'ry ſnatch: 
To take their charge, and their deſign to mar, 
Ours fac'd about, and met the coming war : 
With efforts weak, they faintly ſtood the teſt; 
Soon wheel'd, retir'd, and ran to join the reſt. 


Our angry warriors, throng'd towards the 
town; 


Midſt flame, and blood, and groans, trod Wente, 

men down: 

Quite to the ditch, beneath Quebec's ſtrong walls, 

They chac d, ran down, and kill d the trembling 
| Gauls. 

The town ſubmitted, ſtruck with dread ſurprize ; 

Aloft the croſs, the Britiſh enſign flies : 

There may it fly, there Britiſh cannon roar, ' 

Till wolves leave prey, and Gauls Geceive no more. 


T HE 


* M. De Bougainville, whom the feign'd movements of 
the Engliſh troops, had drawn up the river, turn'd back, on 
diſcovering their real deſign; and now appear'd in the rear 
of the army, with a body of two thouſand men. But for- 
tunately, the main body of the French, was by this time ſo 
broken, and diſpers'd, that the General was able to eſtabliſh 
his rear, and to turn ſuch an oppoſition on that ſide, that the 
enemy retir'd, after a very feeble attempt. 
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| rn | = 
Siege of. Qu E B EC. 
And Monckton, Js his King, _ 


= country bled ; 


When conq ring Townſhend chac'd the flyingGauls; 
And terror ſhook Quebec's exalted walls : 
Whilſt leading fiercely on, to toilſome fight, 
Cohorts of heroes *gainſt unequal might, 
A brave old man judicious Townſhend ey'd , 
Mark'd how his ſword with Gallic crimſon dy'd, 
Roſe like a comet“ with his pany train! p 
And glar'd deſtruction wide o'er Abra'm's plain! 
How oft alternate * roſe | how oft it ſet! | 
And ſetting, fell'd a Frenchman * at his feet! 
| Saw 


N that great 5. Wolfe's warring eilt 
fled, h 


„In the battle, before the town of Quebec; we 
had an account, of Malcolm Macpherſon, a brave old High- 
ander, whom General Townſhend obſerv'd, (after the Ge- 

nerals 


8 The SUPPLEMENT 
Saw him behind the heaps of lain retire, | 


To q breath a while , , and with collected ire; _ 

Saw him again, 1 himſelf to fight, © 
Hew, and tread down] and put the foe to flight! 
He ſmil'd, o'erjoy'd ] to fee th* old man advance 
Admid the carnage of deceitful France. 

Wich pleaſing horror! view'd the heaps of dead, 
Around the 5 Caledonian ſpredd 
Conceiv'd him ſtraight the terror of the day, 


Deſign d by fate to glut a death with prey. 


Tur batele der; our n rebart'd from chitke 5 
Townſhend demands his age, his name, and place. 


Stern 


nerals, Wolfe, a Monckton, were carried out of the ling,) 
laying about him with uncommon fury; and likewiſe, tho' 
he ſo often lifted his ſword, he fearce dealt a blow in vain : 
but at every ſtroke, he fell'd a Frenchman at his feet! the 
account fyrther ſays, that General Townſhend mark'd, when 
he retir'd behind the heaps of flain, (laid dead by his o ]] r 
hand,) to breathe a while, as if glutted with deſtruction! 
and ſatiated with ſlaughter! and ſaw him pull off his coat, 
or jacket, and with an heroic ardour, glowing anew, (like 
an active flame, which had juſt overcome all oppoſition,) 
hew his way thro' thick throng'd obſtructing ranks of 
Frenchmen ! bearing down, or putting to flight, whoe'er 
came within the ſemi-zone, form'd by his tremendous 
ſword ! After the battle, General Townſhend afk'd his 
name, age, ayd place of abode, or country. He anſwer'd, 
his name was Macpherſon: came from the Highlands of 
Scotland, and his age was ſeventy-two. The ſword he then 
fought with, had been in the famiiy about three hundred 


years: he eſteem'd it almoſt as his life; and ſeem'd exceed - 


ingly alert! and well pleas'd! that he had us'd it on that 
memorable day, ſo well, againſt the enemies of Caledonia! 


[ 


to the Siege ef Quzzzc: 93 
Stern he reply'd, Macpherſon is my name; 
From Scotia's hills, a volunteer 1 came. 

Years, ſeventy-two, their influence have ſhed, 
And roll'd ſucceſſive, o'er my hoary head, 

This ſword 1 wield, now ſtain'd with hoſtile gore, 
For near three hundred years my fathers wore 
Good northern temper'd ſteel, a truſty blade, 
With which my anceſtors great hayoc made: 

This I hold dear! this as my life I prize! 

(And terror glanc'd from both the warrior's eyes.) 
Wich this ſword arm'd, both them, and 1 oppole 
The fraudful French, and Caledonia's foes. © 
ThisRoyalGzon ce fromTownſhendquickly knew; 
Who gave the brave old hero all his due; 

Our martial King beſtows on him regard, 

Gives Royal favour, and a great reward: 
Applauding crowds, with joy! his worth proclaim! 
And grateful Britain ecchoes back his fame. 


GALLIA, no more we'll threat with hoſtile frown, 
For GROROE's ſmiles can pull her grandeur down. 
Approving Majefty her ſchemes can marr, 

And rouze our troops, to glory and to wars 
Whilſt with the Royal ſmile their labour's crown'd, 
In each platoon ſome heroes wil be found. 


End of BO O K III. 
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ARGUMENT. 


ONE LANS fails * Breſt, to invade 

England. Chaces Commodore Duff's ſqua- 
dron. The Chatham, Captain Lockhart, aſtern 
of the fleet, near being taken. His anxiety dur- 
ing the chace: but on. ſeeing Admiral Hawke's 
fleet, tacks upon the chacing enemy, (who ſtag- 
'ger'd in their reſolutions,) and begins the chace 
_ himſelf. Admiral Hawke, bearing down into 
the center of the French fleet, ſinking the Su- 
Perbe, and attaking Admiral Conflans; who no, 
and runs on ſhore, 

Captain Speke, in the Reſolution, ang 
and 3 the F Pare as the French Rear 
Admiral. 

Lord "WG in the Mikes, attacking, 0- 
verpowering, and driving on ſhore the Heros. 

The Honourable Auguſtus Keppel, in the Tor- 
bay, attacking, and ſinking the Theſee. 

Captain Baird, in the Defiance. 

Captain Shirley, in the Kingſton. 
| Captain 
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Captain Mapleſden, in the Intrepid. 

Sit John Bentley, in the Warſpight. 

Captain Storr, in the Revenge. 

Captain Rowley, in the Montague. 
Captain Gambier, in the Burford. 

Captain Dennis, in the Dorſetſhire. And 

Captain Obrien, in the Eſſex. All bearing 
down to Admiral Hawke's aſſiſtance, and en- 
gaging, 

The anxiety of the reſt of the captains aſtern, 
who could not poſſibly come into the engage- 
ment; crowding fail, and driving down to bat- 
tle! The rout ! diſperſion ! and flight, of the 
French fleet, on ſhore, up the river Villaine, &c. 
Great Britain's joy! and Gallia in tears! as the 
conſequence of the. 9 nt. 
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ALL I Ass ill fate, ſtill mightily 


F 4 prevails ; 
See, next from Breſt, invading 
Conflans fails ; 
Of conqueſt dreams, and England 
over- run; 


Like Phæton, mounts the Chariot “ of the Sun“: 
Like him, (triumphant,) wrapp'd in Gallic blaze, 
He thought to drown Great Britain in amaze! 
But met Hawke's glance, and retrograde retir d, 
And Ignis fatuus _— his flame expir'd. 

(This 


* * Le Soleil Royal, in Engliſh, the Royal Sun. And in 
Ovid's Metamorphoſis, we have Phæton driving the chariot 
of the Sun, and daſh'd from the ſeat by Jupiter. 
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(This Lewis, ſuits thy ſchemes on Britain's ſhore, 

Thyſelf, thy leaders led by Pompadour.) 

When firſt from Breſt, the threat'ning Conflans 

10, 7 715 5 | | 

(In naval war,) he ſeemingly prevail'd , 

He crowded * after Duff +, with eager chace, 

Which train'd him on to Hawke, and French 
diſgrace. | 


H 2 } Lockhart, 
It is a common term at ſea; when ſhips are in full 


chace, and make what ſail they can, that they crowded af- 
ter one another, with all the ſail they could pack. 


- + When Admiral Hawke, with the Britiſh fleet, firſt came 
in ſight of - Monſieur Conflans, and the French fleet; he was 
in full chace of Commodore Duff, and his little ſquadron of 
Frigates, &c. with the Chatham, Captain Lockhart, among 
them, The Chatham was a-ſtern of our fleet, and very near 
| the enemy, and conſequently, not making that ſpeed off, 
| the frigates, and the reſt of the fleet did, he muſt ſoon have 
fallen into the hands of the enemy ; without ſome friendly 
aliſtance from larger ſhips, with heavier metal, than what 
Duff's ſquadron carried; and which in that circumſtance, - 
he could ſcarce flatter himſelf ſhould arrive ſo ſoon, (and even 
unexpettedly,) as it did, to England's, and his great joy! 
brave Hawke's honour ! and thoſe bold commanders which 
were with him! and to the great loſs, and infamy of Con- 
flans, and the Gallic nation | for had not Admiral Hawke 
arrived to his aſſiſtance, the moſt romantic perſon living, 
(with the leaſt ſhew of reaſon,) could not have expected 
Captain Lockhart, to have begun a deſperate, (and 1 may 
Y hopeleſs) engagement, with the firſt ſhip that ſhould have 
come up with him; when there were twenty one ſail of line 
of battle ſhips, bearing down upon him with three Admirals, 
But fo ſoon as Admiral Hawke, and the Engliſh fleet ap- 
pear'd, he tack'd immediately, on the headmoſt ſhips of 
the chacing enemy ; fingled out the Heros, which had 
1 7 ei 3 been 
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Lockhart, who oft had wond'rous odds opposd, 
Now deigns to flee by hoſtile odds inclos'd. 
In iron wombs th* unequal war drew near; 
Reaſon ſuggetts his flight, but not his fear. 
Had Conflany ſelf, the Chatham chac'd alone, 
Let Britons judge what Lockhart wou'd have done 
Perhaps that day ſuch deeds had been atchiey'd, 
England might boaſt; tho? France, and Britain 
| griev'd. CF 
But now he flees, .yet with a ſullen frown, 
He ey'd the fleet, to battle bearing down ; 
Oft he reſolv'd to fight, with wonted glow ; 
As oft reſolv'd to flee before the foe : 
Reaſon, and courage, fill'd him with regret ! 
Like wind, and tide, in raging conflict met!” 
So flees the lion's cub towards the den, | 
From deep mouth'd dogs, and troops of armed men: 
Promiſcuous cries, and ſhouts, his ears aſſail; 
Againſt his mighty ſides, he ſwings his tail; 
Indignant growls, collected turns to fight; 
Again recedes, and makes a tardy flight. 


But now the fire comes roaring thro the plain, 
. He turns, attacks the foremoſt of the train ; 


(Wrath fills his eyes, aloft his tail is rear'd,) 
So when to view Great Britain's fleet appear'd 


Lockhart, 


been alittle ſhatter'd by ſome of our ſhips, as they paſ's, 
and gave her two broadſides, e'er ſhe ſtruck to the Mag. 
nanime, Lord Howe, who bore down to cloſe. engagement 
with her; and to whom ſhe ſtruck, but afterwards went 


on ſhore, 
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Lockhart, with wonted rage, and fierce delight 
Mark'd out the Gallic Hero for the fight! 

Stung with diſdain to flee, tho' fleets gave chace; 
He long'd to wipe away the late diſgrace ; 

To battle tack*d upon the chacing Gauls ; 

And ſent in thund”ring ſnow'rs his daſhing balls: 
Gave iron proof, urg'd home, made the French 

Hero ſee, | 
Twas mighty odds mov'd his intrepid ſoul to flee. 


No ſooner Hawke ſaluted Conflans' ſight, 


Hiss ſlacken'd fails hung ſhiv'ring + in affright : 
Like their commander's, every ſhip appear'd ; 


And flutt'ring + fails flapp'd out, what French- 
men fear'd : 


H 3 The 


— 


f + Whoever has been on the ſea, doubtleſs hath obſer- 
red, that when a ſhip luffs up, (as the failors call it, that 
8 braces about,) with her head to the wind, with an intent 
10 lye by, (as they term it.) The topſails, and courſers, 
ſliver in the wind, and flap againſt the maſts, ſhrouds, &c. 
% the ſhip planges, and rolls, for want of a proper head- 
way through the water. So Conflans, and his fleet, when 
tiey hove too; the ſhips might be ſaid to expreſs their 
terror; on account of the agitation of their hulls, and the 
tremor, and ſhivering of their ſails: (as trembling, is ge- 
terally allow'd to be a true ſign of fear,) And they might 
be faid to be in fear, on another account ; for it was ob- 
ſerv'd, that they drew into a ſort of a diſorder'd line, and 
leem'd quite confus'd! like a man on the brink of an im- 
pending preeipice, below which, the rugged rocks riſe in 
dreadful ſpires, and he condemned to plunge precipitate 

from 
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The chace of Duff, they ſeemingly repine, 
And diſconcerted, drew into a line: 

They ſeem'd to ſee their rout, and overthrow, 
Whilſt waiting for the formidable foe ; 

Who plung'd promiſcuous on, with naval rage, 
As if ambitious who ſhou'd firſt engage. 


So when the vulture chaces thro? the air, 
A young fledg'd eaglet, (yet the mother's care; 
The tow'ring bird, (imperial,) from the ſkies, 
On ſounding pinions to his reſcue flies, 
In dread, the vulture ſlacks the rapid chace ; 
Flutters, and hovers ſtil] around the place ; 
Receives the ſhock diſmay'd, and in affright, 
From chacing, 2 his wings in ſhameful flight 


Tx#' oppoling fleets, now near ooh other glide; 


And load with future death the briny tide ; 
. | | 80 


from thence. So Conflans, and his fleet, by their behavt- 
our, ſeem'd to fluctuate in their intentions; as if afraid to 
fight! aſham'd to run! and dreading the conſequence of an 
equal number of line of battle ſhips, bearing down upon 
them! mann'd with Engliſhmen ! and arm'd with engines, 
whoſe wombs were pregnant with flaming roar ! with iron, 
and with leaden death! ready to burſt from every fide, and 
cruſh their navy in oblivion! and I think the event fully 
declar'd what their intentions were, by their behaviour, 
when the battle began; the greateſt part of them running 
away like a terrify'd brood of chickens, from a hawk, which 
ſouſes near them, and ſcarce ſtaying even to fight their 
way; but made what ſpeed they could on ſhore, up the 
— &c, 


, 
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So high in air, the gath'ring tempeſt flies, 
In pitehy clouds, (which at a diſtance rife ;) 
Nearer they roll, a gloomy concave form; 
Together claſh, down comes the rattling ſtorm: 
Now wakes the roar, and on the tempeſt rolls, 
The bolts and light'nings fly, the thunder growls : 
So cannons roar, in clouds the ſhips are hid; 
And French, and Britiſh tars, alternate bleed. 
Round and grape ſhot, and barr'd, make dreadful 
wreck; 


Sails, topmaſts, men, and blocks, beſtrew the 


deck : 
Guns are diſmounted, limbs from bodies tore, 
Whilſt thro' both ſides, the rapid bullers bore z. 
Wide gaps they rend, as thro' the ſhips they paſs; 
And ſhrouds, * and ſtays *, hang dangling by 
the maſt, 
The human blood in crimſon torrents flows, 
With fiercer rage each naval warrior glows 
They ſhout, and load, and for the vict'ry burn, 
Broadſides receive, and ſhow'rs of balls return. 


H 4 9 


* * The ſhrouds, are ſeveral large ropes, faſten'd at the 
maſt head, and come down to the larboard and ſtarboard. 
de; there faſten'd to the chain plates, to ſupport the malt, 
in the rolling of the ſhip, and when they carry ſail, and te 
theſe the rattlings are fixed, to go to the maſt-head by. 
The ſtays are much for the ſame uſe, only they come down. 
to the fide, &c, on a ſlant, and are deſign'd to preſerve the 
maſt in its poſition, when the ſhip bounds over the waves, or 
plunges with a ſudden jerk from the ſummit of a wat'ry 
hill, that it may not fall aft, or pitch forward over the 
mip's head. 
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As thund' ring Jove, the wrathful bolts prepar d; 
And wrapp'd in flame, the veng'ance high uprear'd; 
With roar impetuous, down the ſtorm he hurl'd 
*Gainſt Phzton, driving round the burning world, 
Unerring roll'd the great æthereal war, 

And daſh'd him from Apollo's flaming car. 
So Hawke bore down, amid the Gallic fleet, 
And Conflans ſought with like aſſault to greet ; 
Larboard, and ſtarboard, * ev'ry foe repell'd: 
But ſtill, the pond'rous war, for Conflans held; 
Ofer French Magnificence þ victorious drove, 
Which in a fruſtrate oppoſition ſtrove : 
This Conflans ſaw, and ſeem'd on battle bent; 
And gainſt the Royal George, a broadfide ſent : 
Who pour'd his torrents fierce, of flame, and balls, 
Struck Conflans mute, (and terrify'd the Gauls.) 
As Pheton drown'd in blaze, Þ ler drop the reins, 
And madly drove along the æthereal plains, 
TT N The 


* * It is the ſea term, for the right and left fide of the 
ſhip. | | 6 | 

+ Le Superbe, a French ſeventy-four gun ſhip, which 
bore down bravely between the Royal George, and Le So- 
leil Royal, to oppoſe Admiral Hawke, who ſtruck her on 
a careen the firſt broadſide, and the ſecond broadſide ſunk 
her, The name in Engliſh is Magnificent, or Magnificence. 


1 t t The poets ſay, Phæton being told by his mother, 
he was the ſon of Phœbus, (that is, Apollo,) who drives the 
radiant car of day: he went to the temple of the ſun, and 


being own'd by his father, who ſwore by Styx, to grant his 
requeſt; 


r_—— 
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The mighty whirl oppreſs'd his ſoul with fear; | 


He fat appall'd, Þ amid the wild career; 


No longer now, the foaming ſteeds confines, 
Twixt Leo, Urſa, and the Scorpion F ſigns: 
He fear'd t'advance, wou'd backward fain re- 


+ . eats 
And quit Apollo's car, and flaming ſear. 


So Conflans, from the bay wou'd abſent be : 


From Hardy, Howe, and frowning Hawke wou'd 


flee. 
Back- 


requeſt; he demanded to drive tke chariot of the Sun for 
a day. Phebus knowing the great, (and certain) danger 
of the enter prize, long time diſſuaded him from it: but the 
adventrous youth, (fir'd by an emulation for glory, and am- 
bitious notions of honour,) vaulted into the ſeat, after much 
pre-admonition from his father, who griev'd at the conſe- 
quence. He drove on, the horſes ſoon found their new ma- 
fler, (or rather new driver,) by the unſkilful guidance of 
the rein, and the chariot wanting its proper poize. They 


grew headſtrong, and hurried him through the celeſtial re- 


gions; now with a rapid flight, deſcending near the earth; 
again, bounding aloft, they whirl'd him through the im- 
menſe ſpace of Æther! then ſtarting aſide, to right and left, 
plung'd among the conſtellations ! he dropp'd the reins, and 


ſat appall'd, amidſt the career! was afraid to advance, and 


could not retreat: but grew terrify'd, amidſt the frightful 
monſters of the ſkies! and a new pannic aſſail'd his hearty 


as the chariot of the Sun approach'd the Scorpion, and 
when (with the intenſe heat) he ſaw him ſweat in his poi- 


ſon! The conſequence of all this is, the heavens are drain- 
ed of all their moiſture ; the earth is parch'd ; the ſea boils 
to its bed: and all nature lies gaſping in one univerſal ca- 
lenture ! at length, Jove lifted the avenging bolt; and with 
unerring aim, fent it wing'd with lightning, and daſh'd him 
from Apollo's car! 
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Backward he drove, . while pannic fears preail, 

And left the chariot of the bright Soleil : * 

Shun'd the loud ſtorm, midſt which brave 

Hawke career'd! 
The Britiſh bolts, and Engliſh light'nings fear'd! 
 ToGallia's ſhore, and certain ſhipwreck, ſteer'd! 
Each ſternmoſt ſhip, to cloſer action glides ; 

And bellows death, from fulminating ſides. 

Rouz'd to ſee Hawke, midſt dangers, ſmoak, and 
flame, 

They crowded ſail, and to the battle came. 

As hungry lions, (when they rouze t'engage,) 

With laſhing tails, will work themſelves to rage; 

So theſe, to patriot wrath, their fouls had wrought 3 

For board, and board, ſeem'd ev'ry warrior's 
thought. 


Taz ella Speke, + with refolution + arm'd; 
True Briton like, for great atchievements warm'd; 
Down from the ſtaff the waving banner tore; 
And filenc'd all the Formidable's + roar : 

| And 


When Admiral Hawke had ſunk the Superbe, he bore 
down upon Conflans, who ſtood one broadſide, and ran, 
making a fignal for all the fleet to do the like; and at 
laſt, rather than fight Admiral Hawke, he drove on ſhore, 
and his ſhip was burnt; after being 28 by Conflans 


and his crew. 


1 1 + Captain Speke, commanded his Majeſty's ſhip, 
Reſolution ; engag'd the Formidable ; the French rear Ad- 
miral, and took him, after a deſperate cannonading. 
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And Howe, * magnanimous! * with courage j1 
ſtor d, | | f = 
Bore. down, and clapp'd the Heros cloſe on board 9 
Who ſtruck, o erpowr d, no longer dar'd engage; | 
While Theſee + ſunk, beneath brave Keppel's rage. | 
Baird, for renown, moſt reſolutely ſtrove, [ 
And thro! the line, with bold Defiance Þ drove: 
Two line of battle ſhips, (with hoſtile roar ) 
Down on his ſhip, to cloſe engagement bore : 
Their joint attack, he bravely ſcorn'd to ſhun, 
But gave em roar, for roar, and gun for gun. 


* F ” P — —_ > a= ng 


InTrEPID | Mapleſden, | and Bentley || bold, 
Thro' the French line, *midſt gloomy veng'ance 
roll'd ; | 
Whilſt Rowley, $ Gambier, $ Dennis, F onward 
cC.roud, 
Like Jove's artill'ry in a thunder cloud, 
And brave Obrien 5 join'd the concert loud. 
Dennis 


92 Lord Howe, in his Majeſty's ſhip Magnanime, enga- 
ged the Heros, board and board, which in little odds of 
half an hour, did ſo much execution, that ſhe ſtruck ; but 
afterwards drove on ſhore. 


+ The honourable Auguſtus Keppel, in the Torbay, en- 
gag d the Theſee, and ſunk her the ſecond broadſide. 


T4 Captain Baird, commanded the ſhip Defiance, 'and 
engag'd. 


| || || Captain Mapleſden, commanded the ſhip Intrepid, 
and engag'd. Sir John Bentley, in the Warſpight, likewiſe 
engag'd. 


f 


FFF Captain Rowley, in the Montague ; Captain 
Gambier, in the Burford ; Captain Dennis, in the Dorſet- 
ſhire 3 
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Dennis, to fight a fingle ſhip difdain'd, 
As if from thence no glory cou'd be gain'd r 
From ſhip, to ſhip, in haſte, he fiercely ſped ; 
Still chac'd the headmoſt as the Frenchmen fled: 
Bear me down cloſe, at length, he raptur'd cries, 
_ *Tis Britain's cauſe! and glory is the prize! 
Whilſt Howe, tranſported calls, my naval fons ! 
Reſerve your fire until you grafp their guns! 
Then only like yourſelves, ſhall you engage, 
And give the reins to long reſtrained rage. 
Shirley, * as bravely join'd the warlike throng, 
And hurld deſtruction as he plung'd along, 
i With . f dread Revenge, ＋ Storr 7 fierce- 
== ly came, 
i And roar'd out F renchmens fate, i in n Britiſh flame. 


| 
| | Reſolv'd they fought, by Hawke's example fir'd ; 
| And Gallia's fleet confuſedly retir'd ; 
| Whilſt ſome in tardy blaze conſume away, 
And add new horrors to the dreadful fray. 
il Here lower maſts are tumbled o'er the ſide, 
There ſhips deſcend amid the briny tide, - , 


Which 


ſhire; and Captain Obrien, in the Eſſex ; all likewiſe en- 

| gag'd. And here I ſhould have mention'd Captain Camp- 

| bell: but as J have mention'd Admiral Hawke, in the 

| Royal George; and as it is well known Mr. Campbell is 
| | 8 Captain of the Royal George, it may be taken for granted, 

| | Captain Campbell was in the midſt of Or, and in the 
| very center of the engagement. 4 


* Captain Shirley commanded the Kingſton, and engag'd. 
* 1 Captain Storr commanded the Revenge, and engag d. 
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Which all their _ and harmleſs thunder 
drown'd; 

Whilſt Hawke, and Briton" $ tout with — 
e, ... 

Thoſe, Re eh ill fortune Grams _ Gght detain? FR 

With viſible regret, aſtern remain'd. 

For war they burn'd, with warring hearts late, 

But mortals cannot guide the hand of fate: 

Altho' their ſouls the ſhips anticipate. 

When ſtern Achilles, (with remorſeleſs mind; 9. 

The field * of fame, the toils of war * declin'd, 

Between the rampart, and the ſwelling flood, 

The fretful Myrmidonian leaders ſtood. 

Oft as they heard the animating ſhout, 

Oft as they ſaw the Grecians put to rout, 


As 


* In the ſixteenth book of Homer's Tliad, we have 
Achilles, ſpeeding from tent to tent, and warming the 
hearts of the Myrmidonian leaders, juſt going to battle, 


(to ſave the Grecian fleet,) under the conduct of Patro- 


clus; and, we have them, and the troops repreſented, as 
ſtanding round their Chief, A grim, tcrrific, formidable 
band ! like voracious wolves, ruſhing a hideous throng, to 
flake their thirſt, after a glut of ſlaughter ! and preſent a 
deathful view! and we may judge of their uneaſineſs, and 
regret, at being detain'd from the battle, by the expreſſions 
which Achilles uſes to them; calling them far fam'd! 
fierce! and brave Myrmidons! tells them to think with 
what threats they dar'd the Trojans ! and what reproach his 
ears had ſo long endur'd! calling him ſtern ſon of Peleus! 
whoſe rage defrauded them of ſo fam'd a field! &c. and 
adds, lo ! there the Trojans! this day ſhall give you all 
your ſouls demand! &c. 


% 
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As oft their mighty ſouls were in a glow, 
To 0 ruſh all clad with _ ge ES 


8 0 theſe mon on, V ex'd with herolo rage, 
To ſee their friends, and countrymen engage: 
At each broadſide they glow'd with fiercer flame, 
To reap the harveſt of immortal fame. 

For defp'rate battle ev'ry boſom den: 

The tardy progreſs of the veſſels mourn'd. 

The topmaſts bend, ſails ſplit, and halliards break, 

The dormant thunder on each well clear'd deck, 

In hollow tubes from er ry yawning ſide, 

Portended dreadful, o'er the ſwelling tide. 

Each Britiſh tar, well pleas'd, to quarters ſtood, 
(And ponder'd on the future ſcene of blood,) C 

As on they labour'd thro? the briny flood. : 

No diſcontented tar like hints we hear, 

As if they lagg'd, infpir'd by grov'ling fear: 

No lack of courage to their charge is laid ; 

They caught each blaſt ; each uſeful fail was ſpread: 

Full on the Gallic line, reſolv'd they ſteer'd; 

Who tack'd, made fail, the cloſe engagement 
| fear d! 


b 


Eac brave commander martial zeal expreſt, 
And long' d to bring his honour to the teſt : 
Seem'd anxious fone reſolved foe to meet, 

But night came on, and fav'd the Gallic fleet. 
Againſt the yielding foe, our tars complain'd ; 
And lighted conqueſt eaſily obtain'd, 
| | | 3 Each 
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Each man was full of ſtrong delib'rate rage, 
And hop'd the French wou'd ſturdily engage; 
Shot, ſtores, and guns, they ſunk amid the main 
And fled for ſafety to the ſhoal Villaine ! 

Britain rejoic'd ! perfidious Gallia mourn d! 
Her royal navy, taken, ſunk, or burn d! 
Her cities, forts, iſles, towns, and all her ſcheme 
NP oerturn'd ! nt 


End of BOOK IV. 
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ooh ARGUMENT. 


mT ANNIA repielenizl, clad in ent 
| and leaning on Pitt; (like Achilles, reclin d 
5 on his ; ſpear, after the carnage he had made among 

the Trojans, in revenge for the death of Patro- 

clus.) A recapitulation of Great Britain's victo- 
ries, both by ſea and land, the French terror! 
Thurot ruſhing forth to war againſt the Engliſh, 
(like a tyger, to hunt his prey, without his teeth 
and claws.) His landing on the Iriſh coaſt, Tak- 
ing Carrickfergus, and laying Belfaſt under con- 
| tribution. The Hibernian zeal, and bravery of 
the few troops there; rending the battlements of 
the caſtle of Carrickfergus, and flinging ſtones on 
the enemy for ſome time, after all their ammuni- 
fon was ſpent! the conſternation of the French at 
r intrepidity! their ſullen ſubmiſſion ; (like 

our gallant trdops at Cas.) The French retreat, 
and reimbarkation. Their joy damp'd (like the 
Amalekites, who ſpoil'd -Ziklag,) when the Cap- 
tains Elliott, Clements, and Logie, in the Zolus, 
Brilliant, and Pallas, bore down to engage. The 


fight, and Thurot's death; with the French ſub- 


miſſion. An addreſs to Lewis, with a recital of 
the gallantry of our matchleſs tars, and intrepid 
troops 1 a few ſimiles on GroxoꝝE the ſecond; 
like eagle mounted Jove, directing 18 thunder 
againſt Gaul, &c. &c. &c. 
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In terrors clad ! with num'rous 

| vict'ries crown'd! 

9 . Leaning on Pitt, as if to breathe 

| awhile | 

the ſtood, and caſt a fierce indignant ſmile ! 

Like great Achilles, on his ſpear reclin'd, 

The war revolving in his martial mind; 

Moſt greatly pleas'd, t wixt rage and ſtern diſ- 
dain, PC 

He ſmiling, frown'd, acroſs the Phrygian plain, 

Oer ſlaughter'd heaps of Trojans by him ſtain. 

So ſtood Britannia pleas'd, ſerene, ſedate; 

Compleatly arm'd, victoriouſly elate. 

Eh I Her 
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Her dreadful ſhores appear d one hallow'd bound;j MW But 
my horſe, and foot, * on her frontier} A 
ground: The 
| Her navy girded her with terrors round. 
At diſtance ſtood, (as thunderſtruck 1) the Gaul; 


Amid Quebec's and Louiſbourg' s downfall : Y 
Goree, and Guadaloup, in ruin lay : An 
And Senegal had felt the like diſmay. Ar 


Some at Lagos, ſome founder'd at Villaine ; 3 
Some burnt, fome ſunk, amid the ſwelling main. 
A pannic dread, prevail'd at land, and ſea; | W. 


Their fleets could not our fleets attack fuſtain; | An 


They ſtruck, or fled in ſwift affright away, 
As doves from Jove's imperial bird of prey. | 
They turn'd their backs, (as wonted) to the chace: So 
All fear'd, at leaſt few dar'd to ſhew their face. 80 
Till Thurot roſe (to hide the Gallic ſname;) Se 
And raſhly fir'd, ſail'd forth to gain a name: 
And like a tyger from his lurking den, 
Ruſh'd on, fupported by a thouſand men : 


But in ſuch plight to back his daring cauſe, an 

He ſeem'd to hunt his prey, without ** teeth and bu 
claws! ti 

Of this, (perhaps,) the Gaul will proudly boaſt; 4 

He landed on Hibernia's naked coaſt ! wi 

So peaſants may the lion's den aſſail, m 

And boaſt from thence the new whelp'd cubs they 

ſteal 


| Whilſt both old Bons thro” the foreſt roam, 
And ſearch for prey, far diſtant from their home 


But 
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But ſhou d loud roar beſpeak the lions near, 
As if their final knell had pierc'd their ear, 


They ſteal, (nay fly) away, Es in ſpeech-( 
| leſs fear! 


Tais place, Thurot almoſt defenceleſs found, 
and boldly dar'd to tread Hibernian ground: 
Ar Carrickfergus, he- a plunder made, 
And Belfaſt under contribution laid: | 
Not till th* Hibernians had their powder ſpent, 
And from the baſe their mural hopes had rent! 
With native zeal ! and patriotic glow | 
They flung the ramparts *® on the charging foe! 
Forgetting they expos'd themſelves unarm'd ; 
So much the battle had their boſoms warm'd. 
do ruſh'd unarm'd, the Spartan + from the bath, 
Seiz d on his ſpear, and full of martial wrath, 


** When thoſe who landed from Thurot's ſquadron, at- 
tack' d Carrickfergus, the few ſoldiers, we had there, with 


an heroic zeal; and with a bloody toil, made them dearly 


and buy their victory! for when all their ammunition was fpent, 

tiey flung the ſtones off the ramiparts on the advancing ene. 

. mies! and held them in play for ſome time, as if they had 
bl 


forgotten the rapid execution of powder and ball; and that 
whilſt they demoliſh'd the battlements, they left themſelves 


more expos'd to the enemy's ſhot ! 


wy + + This was a Spartan warrior ; who one day, his 
ed to be bathing in a city beſieg d; when the enemy ruſh- 


ing ſuddenly, ſoa? furioufly on, had like to have enter'd 


e. triumphantly : and on hearing the alarm of war, and that 
the city was like to be carried by a general aſſault, he leap'd 


from the bath, laid hold of his ſpear, and plung'd among 


ut the 


115. 


14 | He 
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He plung'd amidſt the thickeſt ranks of foes, 
Who e ſome God had dealt deſtructive 
blos! 

They ſtood amaz'd! F or join'd the tim'rous rout; 

Whilſt he ſpread death, and terrors round about ! 

As ſtood at gaze, the halting * half ſcar'd Gauls! 

*Midft daſhing ſhow'rs of Carrickfergus? walls 

From engines, mortars, flings, nor cannon flung! 

But from Hibernian nerves, for WH action 

| ſtrung! | 

Thus in a thick deſcending ſtony ſnow'r! 

They fought 'gainſt numbers, and ſuperior pow'r; 

The charging ſhocks, themfelves, like ramparts 

bore, 

Till rr a rend the ſtubborn walls no more: 

Then 


the charging enemy ; and dealt his vengeance amongſt the 
thickeſt ranks; who ſeeing him take ſuch deathful ftrides ! 
naked, and unarm'd | inclos'd by a brazen, iron, and ſteely 
war! ſuperſticiouſly thought ſome deity had aſſum'd a hu- 
man ſhape, to fling deſtruction through their cohorts! and 
turn the ſway of battle! they ſtood transfix'd, with a reli- 
gious awe! fell unreſiſting, beneath his oft tranſpiercing 
ſpear! or join'd the general rout, as he ſtrode to different 
parts of the field, and chang'd the ſcene of action! 


* When the French found themſelves ſo reſolutely oppo- 
| fed, by our handful of men at Carrickfergus, after all their 
ammunition was ſpent. ; they halted in a ſort of a half ſcar d 
gaze, as if in ſuſpence, whether they ſhould advance, ſtand 
the charge of thoſe few brave men, or make a ſhameful re- 
treat: and doubtleſs, one or two rounds more of Hibernian 
rhetorick, would have rais'd their pannick to ſuch a height, 
as to have confirm'd them in an inſtant reſolve, and have 
made them retire in confulion ? 4 


e 
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Then like the troops at Cas, they ſullen frown'd, 
And flung their uſeleſs muſkets on the ground: 
Not till like them, they'd well the fight ſuſtain'd, 
And from the victors, almoſt vict'ry gain'd! 


THz news no ſooner reach'd our half ſtarv'd foes, 
Our freeborn troops, and brave militia roſe, 
Than like a herd of deers with timid mind, 
And hungry wolves in cloſe purſuit behind ; 
From Ireland's ſhores they fled in haſte away, 
Quick reimbark'd, and weigh'd, and put to ſea; 


And thought (o'erjoy'd) to make their native 


ſhore ; 
With conqueſt fluſh'd, and fed with Engliſh ſtore: 
But Thurot firſt muſt fall, and hundreds more. 
So once Amalekites, weak Ziklag ſpoil'd ; 
But David's breaſt with manly ardour boil'd! _ 
He.chac'd, and fought, and kill'd, retook the prey, 
Their triumph damp'd in death, and cold diſmay. 


Now * Clements, * Logie, * Elliott, brave, 
bore down, | 
To meet Thurot with formidable frown : 
With wonted rage, like England's naval ſons, 
They fought, huzza'd, and ply'd Britannia's guns, 
Stern Zolus + began the rough attack; 
And flung (untrimm'd,) their bloated fails aback. 
13 Onward 


»The three captains, of the Zolus, Brilliant, and 
Pallas, which engag'd the Belleiſle, Terpſichore, and Le 
blond, Monfieur Thurot's ſquadron. 


+ The ſhip Zolus, and Zolus is the god of the ahi | 
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Onward he came, in a moſt direful form, 

And roar'd tremendous ! in a ſulph'rous ſtorm ! 

In Brilliant “ trim, war's mighty goddeſs + 
frown'd ! 1 


She roard in flame! and death was in the ſound ! 


Elliott, and Clements, and Logie, grew warm 

And near Thurot, they roll'd the loud alarm. 

(Thurot Þ, whom (tho? a foe,) we ſcarcely blame, 

Who bears a gen'rous, manlike warrior's name! 

To cloſer fight they eagerly advance, 

Rive the French ſhips, and check the pride of | 
. France. 

The fight grew hot, thick flew the Britiſh balls; 

And death flew fore and aft, among the Gauls : 

The gen'rous, brave Thurot, became his prey 


And terror fill'd the French with dread diſmay ; 


As twice of late, when Boſcawen, and Hawke, 
Midft fulminating tars, and clouds of ſulph'rous 
ſmoke, | 
To Conflans, and De Clue, in Britiſh thunder 
ſpoke! 
Their 


*The ſhip Brilliant, one of the three, which engag d 
Monſieur Thurot's ſquadron. 


+ The ſhip Pallas, who, with the Folus and Brilliant, 
engag*d Thurot's ſquadron, Pallas is the goddeſs of war. 


t Monſieur Thurot, ſeem'd to have gain'd a univerſal 
eſteem, and admiration, from all who knew, or ever heard 
of him ; and I have heard ſeveral which had been taken by 
him, ſpeak of him as a generous, and benevolent benefac- 
tor, rough, and fearleſs in battle; but the courteous, and 
conquering enemy, whoſe foul was incapable of groveling 
prejudice.” 
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Their guns grew mute, they all for quarter call'd, 
And down (in fear,) the Gallic enſigns haul'd. 
Again they come, and tread our fatal coaſt, 


Dejected, maim'd! and all their plunder loſt, 


Lewis ! be warn'd, and ſend thy men no more, 
To tread Hibernia's, or Britannia's ſhore, 
Whilſt Hawke, Boſcawen, Holmes, and Saunders, 
roam $20 
Abroad for fame; and Pitt commands at home! 
Whilſt England owns fo many gallant tars; 

And brave commanders for the naval wars : 
Whilſt Scotchmen can their dreaded broad ſwords 
wield, | | ON 

With Engliſh, and Hibernians, take the field, 

Who with their leaders brave, at danger ſmile ; 

Firm leagu'd like troops of death, to guard our iſle! 

Whilſt Britons ſerve great GeorGe, with filial 
>. nn” 

Who with his Son,. and brave old Ligonier, 

Ar Dettingen, like lions fierce in fight, 

Routed main corps, and put gens d' armes to flight: 

Whilſt King, and Peers, and Council, hand in 

hand, 

Back'd by the body of the nation ſtand; 

Reſolv'd to ſave, wives, children, lands, and laws; 

And Heav'n propitious, ſmiles upon the cauſe ! 

Thy men, as well may ſafely think to tread, 

Nightly unarm'd, thro* Africa's dread ſhade ; 

Where lions, tygers, pards, (fierce beaſts of prey,) 

Roar in the paſs, and dam the dang'rous way, 
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As e'er expect in France to make their boaſt, 
We victors came from Britain's dreaded coaſt ! 


As when the riving bolts are fiercely hurl'd 

Buy Jupiter, to ſcourge the rebel world; 

From ſtrong Olympus” height, the thunder grow!s, 

And wrapp'd in flame æthereal, onward rolls: 

Like eagle mounted Jove, in awful form, 

GEoRGE againſt Gaul directs the thund'ring ſtorm, 

Eaſt, weſt, north, fouth, with rapid ſpeed he 
flies, 

The Lords, and Commons, venerable, wiſe, 

May well be call'd his eagle's watchful eyes. 

His body, neck, and mighty ſweeping tail, 

'The triple union, Britain's comman weal. 

* To His ſtrong pinions, we may well compare 

The honeſt Pitt ! and brave old Ligonier ! 

The tars, and troops, His talons may be call'd, 

By whoſeſtrong gripe proud Gallia's ſides are gall! 

As with his bill he ſeizes tim*raus hares, 

Cruſhes their bones, and them in pieces tears, 

Brave Hawke, and Boſcawen, in pieces break 

The Gallic fleets, and may be call'd His beak! 


Ed ft BOOK V. 
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ARGUMENT. 


HE French in Canada, (like a man waſh'd 
from a wreck at ſea, and ſtriving to gain 
the ſnore:) emerging from the wreck of fifty- 
nine, as if reſolv'd on conqueſt : and to perform 
ſomething greatly memorable. Their armament 


in the ſpring of ſixty, and march towards Que- 


bec; join'd by the ſavage people in league with 
them. General Murray, with our other heroic 
commanders, and troops, rouzing to battle. The 
diſpoſition of our troops, and by whom headed. 
The cloſing of the battle. Major Dalling's be- 
haviour. Him and his officers wounded, and his 
men ruſhing on without them, driving the ene- 
my, firſt broken, to their main corps, and after, 
to rhe rear of their army. The French attack on 
our right. Captain Ince diſtinguiſh'd, with Ot- 
way's, and the French twice bravely ſuſtain'd, 
and repuls'd ! the left diſpoſſeſs the enemy from 
two redoubts. The reſerve brought inro action. 


| Rouſillon's regiment marching up, and penetra- 
ting, 
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trating. General Murray's retreat. Due diſtance 
kept by the French. The friendly, (daring) ac- 
tion of an Iriſh ſerjeant of Bragg's, left wounded 
on the field of battle, to preſerve an Engliſh vo- 
lunteer from being ſcalp'd by ſix Indians. He 
kills three, and the other three flee. A French 
officer endu'd with humanity z defends him from 
the other ſavages; and that they may not kill 
them as they threaten'd, he ſends both into 
Quebec. The French attack Quebec, but in 
vain. The gallant defence made by our troops, 
The arrival of Commodore Swanton, and the 
Captains, Schomberg, and Dean. Their attack 
of the French frigates above the town, and de- 
ſtroying them. The French deſert their trenches, 


and leave ammunition, baggage, field pieces, 


mortars, tools, &c, &c. &c. A ſavage nation 
Joins in league with Great Britain. The fall of 
Montreal. The goodneſs of Providence diſplay- 
ed to Great Britain, and its colonies. Animad- 
verſions on GeoRGE the Second. His wars, vi- 
tories, and death; and the ſorrow it occaſion'd. 
A re-numeration of his humane qualities, and 
royal worth. The ſorrow for his death, diſſipated, 
by the pleaſing reflection of being poſſeſs'd of 
GeorGe the Third; aſcending the throne of his 
much-lov'd Grandfather : poſſeſs'd of all his royal 
virtues, and amiable qualities. | 
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OW like a man fatigu'd,and want- 

VSW ing breath, 

Waſh'd from a wreck, incircled 
round with death :) 

Who plunging on amid the ſurging 


roar; 

Rais'd on a wave, beholds the welcome ſhore : 
The land he views, (with eager longing eyes,) 
With efforts ſtrong, each nerve he nimbly plies z 
But ſoon depreſs'd beneath a boiſt*rous wave 
He ſlacks, deſpairs, and ſeeks a wat'ry grave, 
So Gauls, emerging from the dreadful wreck 
Of fifty-nine, advanc'd rowards Quebec. 
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As if forgetting what they'd lately felt; 
The veng'ance, Amherſt, Wolte, and Saunders 
25 dealt ! 
| + Reſolved ſeem d at firſt, the war to wage, 
As if inſpir'd with new heroic rage! | 
But recollecting Wolfe! and fifty-nine ! 
They ſoon grew cool, and quitted their deſign. 


Tu ſpring arriv'd ; the gath' ring troops of 
France, 
With eager ſpeed, dah; Quebec advance. 
And to the war, (from wild Canadia's lands ; 3 
They drew the fierce, the ſavage ſcalping bands. 
Their near approach our garriſon alarms; 


And Murray, Fraſer, Burton, rouz'd to arms, 


Their warring zeal burſt forth in flaming glow ! 
Midſt piercing cold! midſt chilling froſt, and 
ſnow ! | 
Active Cinfatuate, and counteract the foe ! 
The brave Macdonald march'd the foe t'engage, 
Who reſcu'd Peyton * from Canadian rage : 
The gallant Walſh ruſh*d forth, with gen'rous flame, 
And dearly bought a well deſerved fame. 
With theſe, bold Ince, and Dalling fally'd forth; 
Pleas'd with the war! and full of martial worth! 
Fraſer the brave, in war's dread ſcience ſkill'd, 
Led Highland troops, and Townſhend's to the field. 
Laſcelles's, 


Captain Macdonald, (a Scotch gentleman,) at the un- 
ſucceſsful landing at Quebec, was the means of ſaving Mr. 
Peyton, (an Iriſh gentleman,) from about thirty Indians, 
marching down to ſcalp him, after the battle. See the Bri- 
tiſh Magazine of Jan. 1760, and my Siege of Quebec. 
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Laſcelles's, and Kennedy's, with Fraſer came; 

In queſt of death, or elſe of deathleſs fame ; 

Theſe the left wing compos'd, and gain'd a glo- 
rious name | 


Tux daring Murray, (with a ſtern delight,) 
His troops ſurveys, and ruminates the fight. 
Alert they ſtood, with animating glow, | 
(To give the charge, and ruſh upon the foe ;) 
They numbers ſcorn'd, and onward march'd elate, 
Teoutface grim death! and raviſh mighty fate! 
Serenely brave, each ſoldier ſeem'd to know 
*Tis courage aims, and ftrikes the conq'ring blow; 
Quebec's great conq*'ror, Murray's boſom fir'd, 
And Wolfe, tho? dead, each warrior's ſoul inſpir'd: 
So from the flaming neſt, old poets ſing, 

Another Phoenix ſtretches on the wiog. 


Nov front, to front, they clos'd, the battle 
; rag'd, f 
Where Dalling's corps conſpicuouſly engag'd. 
Fiercely the French, the Britiſh charge ſuſtain, 
Till backward forc'd, (like chaff,) they ſpread the 
plain. ; 
Onward the ſoldiers ruſh, (unaw'd by fear,) 
And leave their wounded * leaders in the rear ; 
Chace 


* Here Major Dalling, and ſeveral of his officers were 
wounded ; but his men ruſh'd on without them, and drove 
the enemy, they firſt attack'd, to the main corps, and af- 
terwards to the rear, For a full account of this, and the 

whole 
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Chace as they flee, advance as they retire, 
Charge their main corps, and take the gen ral fire: 


Again they rally, charge, again retreat 
Back to the rear, and own the rout compleat. 


Now on our right, their main corps made attack, 
Attempted twice, and twice were driven back. 
The great ſoul'd Murray, this ſtrong truth will 


own, 
There Otway's fought, brave Ince diſtinguiſh'd 
ſhone : 


Amherſt's, Americans, were there diſpos'd; | 

With Anſtruther's, and Webb's; theſe the right 
wing compos'd ;, 

Stood firm as fate, (unſnhock' d,) * twice che 

| battle clos'd ! 


Max while the left with emulating glow, 
From two redoubts they diſpoſſefs'd the foe : 
Indians, Canadians, Regulars repel, 

Victorious chac'd, or vanquiſh'd, bravely fell. 
The“ center, and reſerves, their ſtation chang'd z 
Advanc'd and wheel'd, in diff *rent order rang'd. 


Our 


whole battle. Vide General Murray's letter to the Right 
Honourable Mr. Secretary Pitt, in the Extraordinary Ga- 
kette, which contains a perfect account of the whole action, 
according to the following lines. | 


N. B. About this time, the third battalion of Royal A- 
mericans, from the reſerve, and Kennedy's from the center, 
were brought up to the action. Vide Gen. Murray's letter. 
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Our little army none inactive knew 
Each felt the ſnock as warm the battle grew: 
Tien thouſand French, by Savages ſuſtain'd, 
Three thouſand Britons charg'd, and og the * 
maintain'd'! 


Tuus like two ſcales, with equipond*rous weight, 
Both parties toil'd to fix the doubtful fight. 

The Britiſh troops, (to battle much inur'd) 

Their oft repeated charges firm endur'd : 

With minds reſolv'd, call'd all their ardour forth; 
And made the Frenchmen feel their warlike worth: 


The wounded dropp'd, another ſtraight appear . 
Sent leaden fate, or elſe a broad ſword rear'd. 


Now Rouſillon's * march'd up to freſh attack, 
Pierc'd like a wedge, and bore the Britons back. 
As growling lions on Arabia's plain, | 
Hunters, and dogs, in ſlow retreat ſuſtain ; 

So Murray, and his troops, by might born down, 
March flowly off, and fierce defiance frown ! 

As flow the French advanc'd, (as if in fear,) 
Due diſtance kept, nor dar'd to cloſe the rear : 
Dear bought experience made their forces feel 
Th'effect of bay'net fight, and Highland ſteel. 


To where a Briton, and Hibernian lay, 
Six ſcalping plund'rers thither bent their way. 


EN. 


A French regiment of Rouſillon, which penetrated. 


125 W AR: An Heroic Poem. 
Th'Hibernian * rous'd, the Savages drew near, 
To ſeize, and ſcalp an Engliſh volunteer. 
Like gallant Peyton +, in the barb'rous ſtrife, 
To fave his friend's brave Ochterlony's life ; 
His weapon launch'd, transfix'd /two Indians 
thro' ! 
Like Jove's own bolt aſkance the halbert flew ! 
The ſecond blow another Savage flew ! 
Tho? thrice his number ſtill unwounded ſtood, 
The ſanguin'd halbert chill'd their vital blood! 
They cow'r'd beneath the blow, (with abject fear!) 
As Þ Turnus, when Eneas launch'd his ſpear! 
To flight, (like genuine cowards,) quick they yield, 
And leave th' Hibernian conq'ror on the field! 
Perchance there ſtood within th*Hibernian's call, 
A gen'rous foe! a great ſoul'd humane Gaul: 
Who with his corps, (quite void of hoſtile wrath ;) 
Travers 4 the field of e blood, and death. 
To 


1 This wa: an Iriſhman, a ſerjednt of Bragg's, who had 
xeceiv'd a ſhot in the breaſt; and could not retreat with the 
reſt; who fell'd two of the Indians at one blow, with his 


halbert ; and with a ſecond blow, kill'd a third; as fix of 


them were about to ſcalp an Engliſh volunteer, which lay 


near him, with a dangerous wound in his leg ; and on three 
being kill'd, the other three fled. 


+ The intrepid behaviour of Captain Ochterlony, and 
Lieutenant Peyton, is mention'd in the unſucceſsful land- 
ing at Quebec. 


1 In the Zneid, *tis aid, Turnus cow'r'd for fear, when 


Eneas launch'd his ſpear at him, in combat, before the 
walls of Laurentum, in Italy. 
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To him he * call'd; and begg d he'd fave their lives, 

From ſavage rage, and Indian ſcalping knives: 

In anxious ſort, to him, his arms he rear'd, 

Who turn'd, and ſaw, and touch'd with mercy _ 
heard | 

As Sol's bright blaze diſpels the ſhades of night, 

He frown'd, forbid, turn'd human brutes to flight: 

Bleſt with a ſoul, compaſſionate, and mild, 

He ſmooth'd his brow, and full of pity ſmil'd! 

To make the deed compleat, he ſtopp'd not here, 

But order'd dreſſing, and a decent care: 

And then to make the ſavage threat'ning vain, 

Who vow'd revenge for ſcalping kinſmen ſlain, 

From choſen Gauls, (the Savages to check,) 

Murray receiv'd them ſafely at Quebec. 

Had Richlieu been like him, politely brave, 

Orphans at Zell had ſcap'd a flaming grave. 


= MAN 


* After the ſerjeant had lain three of the Indians dead, 
and the other three fled ; he call'd to a French officer which 
flood near him, with many of his men, and begg'd he 
would be ſo good as to protect them, from being barba- 
roufly murder'd in cool blood, by theſe Barbarians. (For 
there were ſeveral parties ſtill ſcouting round the field, ſtrip- 
piag the dead, and murdering, mangling, and ſcalping the 
wounded, accordiny to their uſual cuſtom.) The officer 
very generouſly protected them, and order'd them to 3 
place of ſafety; and to preſerve them from being but- 
cher'd by the Savages in the French army, (who with the 
greateſt indignation, and cruel wrath, vow'd revenge for 
their brothers ;) he the next day ſent them under a proper 
guard into Quebec, A noble inſtance of French * 


_— and hoſtile generolity ! 
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MAN while, our troops, back to the fon 

retir'd; 

*Gainſt which the foe, (with hard earn'd conqueſt 
fir'd, 

Indians, Canadians, and the well train'd Gauls,) 

With vain attempt, ply'd uſeleſs bombs, and balls; 

Murray commanded there, and Britons mann'd 

| the walls. 

Engliſh, and French, engag'd with mutual hate; 

And guns, and mortars, belch'd alternate fate : 

With hardy troops Quebec was amply ſtor'd: 

And on the ramparts fix ſcore cannon roar'd. 

All ſtand the teſt, like links, in one great chain, 

Ward off the threaten'd fate, and well the ſiege 
ſuſtain. 

Now Swanton, Schomberg, Dean, approach'd the 
walls; 

Brought Murray joy; but terror to the Gauls. 

Ready for war, with wonted naval glow, 

And great vivacity they ſought the foe. 

With Engliſh ſpeed, above the town they glide ; 

Their ſouls anticipate the rapid tide ; 

And faſcination flies from each portending fide. 

When Britain's flag beyond the walls appear'd, 

With pannic ſtruck, the French beſiegers fear'd. 

Like wax their hearts became, or melting ſnow, 

And ſhipwreck choſe, rather than fight the foe. un his 

Brave Swanton, Schomberg, Dean, each active tar, WM te four 

Roll'd on aſtern, in gloomy thund'ring war: batterit 
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In piſtol ſnot, next board and board, they came; 


* 
oY 


And hurl'd Great Britain's fierce deſtructive flame. 


Ea ER for fight, to grapple with the foe, 
Reſolv'd to ſtrike a home deciding blow ; 
The gallant Dean, abſorb'd in warlike flame, 
To ſhipwreck ſteer'd, and gain'd a laſting fame. 


As if the French were acted by one ſoul, 
Or ſympathetic fate had rul'd the whole; 
The troops on ſhore, (o'erwhelm'd with mighty 
dread, ) | 
In filent terror from their trenches fled : 
Precipitate, retrod their former path; 
At Jacques, ſhelter'd from the Britiſh wrath. 
Murray, with unexpected joy ſurvey'd 
The camp, with Gallic wealth profuſely ſpread ! 
And heaps on heaps, (tenfold,) his former loſs 
repaid ! * I 
Such was their ſpeed, ſuch their internal fear 
That Murray cou'd not overtake the rear! 
A ſavage nation, (to his rage expos' d,) 
In friendly league with conq'ring Britiain clos'd F. 
1 * 2 GAULS, 


ed 


* When firſt General Murray march'd out with his troops, 
to meet, and oppoſe the French, marching towards Quebec ; 
in his retreat, he left ſeveral field-pieces behind. But now, 
te found in the enemy's abandon'd camp, ſo many field, or 
battering-pieces, ſo much baggage, proviſion, ammunition, 
ke. of every ſort, as would make almoſt a tenfold retribution, 

tf Whoever reads the Extra Gazette, which contains the 
liter from General Murray, (governor of Quebec,) to the 
light Honourable William Pitt, Eſq; containing the French 
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GavLs, and Canadians, fink in wild diſmay, 
And black deſpair, without one friendly ray; 
Whilſt GzoRGE, o'er Montreal, extends his 

. ſov'reign ſway. 


Frenchmen, ne'er cou'd Britannia's troops engage, 
Nor ſtand the ſhock of England's fourfold rage: 
Theſe were Great Britain's thunderbolts of war; 
To Gallic ſcalpers a tremendous bar 


Their quadrate * union gave great GEORGE com- 


mand 
O'er the wide all of wild Canadia's land. 


Tur 


ſiege of Quebec, and raiſing the ſiege; with the battle be. 
tween his, and their troops; will 1 believe on the peruſal 
find, that the encomiums which General Murray was gene- 
rouſly pleas'd to give to the brave, and indefatigable Mr. 
Burton, Fraſer, Dalling, Ince, and Macdonald ; and the 
bold and active Commodore Swanton, and the Captains, 
Schomberg, and Dean, and to all the troops, and tars, in 
general: I ſay, I believe they will find, what he there ſays, 
to agree with what I have ſaid in my Poem of the ſame. And 
that the diſpoſition for the battle, was as I have ſaid,under the 


| ſame leaders, whom he expreſly ſays, headed the different 
corps, or battalions, (if I may ſo call them ;) for the reg! 


ments were greatly thinn'd. And they will find in his letter, 
that ſuch events happen'd, ſuch attacks, and ſuch repulſes, 
and every other incident, as [ have mention'd : except that 
of the Iriſh ſerjeant of Bragg's, and the Engliſh volunteer, 
wounded on the field of battle; which was in the news, and 
ſaid to be by letters from America. 

* By quadrate union, I would be underſtood to mean, the 
Engliſh, and Provincials, the Scotch, and Iriſh; all united, 
and aſſiſting each other. And when I mention triple union; 
Imean, the Engliſh, Scotch, aud Iriſh, united. 
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Taz murd'ring hatchet is no longer fear'd, 
Th' infernal ſavage yell no more is heard: 
The Gallic ſcalping blade is laid aſide, 

So oft in blood of both the ſexes dy'd! 
Veng ance is pour'd on cruel Montcalm's head; 
The Gallic Savage Vaudreuil is dead ! 


Nor for deſert, do we theſe things receive : 
But Gop was kind, and wou'd theſe mercies give 
For when Jenovan ſpoke the world to view, 

And Heav'n with radiant orbs beſpangled grew; 

Full to his ſight the grand production ſtood ; 

And Wiſdom infinite, pronounc'd it good; 

From His high throne unnumber'd bleſſings flow, 

On ali the nations of the earth below : 

But chiefly, Britain's iſle enjoy'd his care 

And down Hz pour'd his floods of goodneſs here : 

Eternal Wiſdom flung the ocean round 

Her happy ſear, and form'd a- ſacred bound. 

Whilſt ſweet complacence in the Godhead ſhone, 

This great decree was ifſu'd from his throne : 

Be Albion's Iſle a glorious happy land; 

Rule in ſtrange climes,and o'er the waves command: 

Let plenty crown her glebe, and to her ſhore, 

Let true religion waft her heav'nly ſtore. 

Almighty Preſcience wills, and ſtraight there ſprings 

A race of warring heroes, mighty kings! 

Whoſe great portraits wou'd be too long to draw; 

Whoſe wars, ſtruck all the wond'ring world with 
ave! 
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Plenty ſprang up, and with cceleſtial ſmile, 
Religion came, and bleſs'd Britannia's Ifle. 


GREAT GEORGE the Second, now began his 

reid,” 

Cruſt'd the French pow'r, when join'd with haugh- 
ty Spain : 

When Gallia's monarque fled acroſs the Rhine, 

The glory of that day great GEOROGE was thine ! 

Each year the much lov'd Monarch fill'd the 
throne, 

The patriot Kine with love paternal ſhone : 

England was pleas'd his age he well ſuſtain'd; 

He gently rul'd, and in each boſom reign'd. 


Br unswick arouz'd, the cauſe of truth defends : 
Submiſſive Gaul, America, and India bends ! 
Wiſe Heav*n propitious ſmil'd, when Britons arm'd, 
And for ſtern war, the public boſom warm'd : 
With one conſent we all united roſe ; | 


Bur Lewis, now, to Britiſh lands pretends, ; 


For liberty we fought, wives, children, laws : 
And Heav'n all potent bleſs'd the glorious cauſe 
Our tars and troops, Britannia's veng' ance hurl'd; 
And England's war affrighted half the world ! 
Conqueſts, from ev'ry part in torrents flow'd ! 
And vict'ries on the heels of vict'ries trod! 
Whilſt waſting war thro? half the globe deſtroy d, 
The Britiſh Iſle tranquility enjoy'd ! 


Wr trod the ſummit of terreſtrial joy; 
But Heav'n deſign'd us grief and fad alloy: 
| Our 
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Our good old King deſcends the ſilent grave: 

(No ſtation from the ſtroke of death can fave :) 
Down roll'd the tears from mournful Britons eyes? 
Each boſom heav'd with ſympathizing ſighs 

The doleful accents ſound from ſhore to ſhore, 
GEORGE, the humane, the conq'ror is no more: 
GEORGE, the belov'd, the merciful, the kind! 
Grog E, Britain's Kix; bleſs'd with a royal mind. 
So in a good old age moſt nobly ſpent, 

Great Jos nua to the grave in peace was ſent; 

And left the Jews, with mighty conqueſts crown'd, 
In gen'ral grief, and fad reflection drown'd. 


Tuo' mighty Gzorce cou'd frown like pow'r- | 


ful fate, 

Yet Heav'n's great attribute he'd imitate : 
When juſtice drew the ſword to ſtrike the blow, 
Then, then, wou'd ſtreams of regal mercy flow! 
Soft pity itood confeſs'd within his“ eye, 
Whene'er he * doom'd th*unhappy wretch to die! 
Oh! he'd forgive ev'n thoſe who ſought his crown; 
But murd'rers funk beneath his awful frown : 
No honour, or high poſt, cou'd ſcreen the knave, 
Recelv'd his pay, and was not greatly brave. 
To call to view his great perfections forth, 
The glories of his reign, and royal worth ; 

K 4 Oh! 


have often heard it reported, that his Majeſty King 
Gronce the Second, would generally weep, when he fign- 


ed a death warrant for a maleſactor. A certain inſtance, of 


a great, and generous ſoul ; or at leaſt a mind, touch'd with 
a gentle ſympathizing pity for the baſeneſs, and ſufferings 
of mankind, 
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Ohl 'tis a theme too great for me to ſing; 


O juſt, much lov'd, great, good, victorious Kin. 


STILL let us hope, great GEOROE the Third, 
| ſhines forth; 


Full of his Sire, and patriotic worth : 

So after gloomy night, with cheering ray, 

The Sun breaks forth, and blazes welcome day. 
His worth, his wars, behoves me now to fing : 
Another GEORGE: another conq'ring KING. 


End of BOOK VI. 
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Tre ARGUMENT: 


— 


\HE Continent enjoying reſpite from war, 

and ſcalping butcheries. The preparation of 
Great Britain, in the fail of 1760, to attack the 
French, at Belleiſle; and their terror on the coaſt 
of France, as the natural conſequence; when threat- 
ened with a deſcent, by our troops, and tars. The 
blow retarded, by the interpoſition of Providence; 
having no effect on the diſpoſition of the French; 
who ſullenly awaited the event. His Majeſty, 
GEORGE the Third, beginning his reign. Com. 
modore Keppel, and General Hodgſon, ſent a- 
gainſt Belleifle : with the reduction of the iſland 
and the impotent rage of Lewis XV. Our fleet 
ſcouring the French coaſt, and the diſtreſs of France, 
and diſperſion, and diſmay, of its royal navy. 
Monſieur Buſſey, the French ambaſſador, and the 
Count de Fuentes, the Spaniſh ambaſſador, fail- 
ing in their attempts, for a ceſſation of arms. Our 
fleet watching the ſculking French fleet. The Spa- 
niſh king, vainly threat'ning, to deter England 
from proſecuting the war. The deſign againſt 
Martinico carried into execution. General Monck- 
ton, Admiral Rodney, &c. arriving in St. Annes 
bay, at Martinico. Sir James Douglaſs, with his 
ſquadron, ſilencing ſome French batteries along 
ſhore. Commodore Swanton attacking ſome others, 
and Capt. Hervey, in the Dragon, ſilencing the 
battery of the Grand Ance. Commodore Swanton, 


and 
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and the Captains Shuldham, and Hervey, landing 
General Monckton, and the troops: Lord Rollo, 
Brigadier Haviland, with the other intrepid lead- 
ers, Rufane, Grant, Walſh, Scott, Vaughan, 
Maſſey, Fletcher, Kennedy, Leland, and our ani- 
mated troops, ruſhing furiouſly on to battle; but 
retarded by a deep, wide, and ſteep ravine; ſome 
| fearleſs, deſcend in haſte; ſome plunge precipitate- 
ly down : but ſoon recover, form, attack, and bear 
down all before them! mean while, Brigadier 
| Haviland, with his brigade ; the Highlanders, 
light Infantry, and Rangers, make another paſſage 
acroſs the ravine; and tread down all oppoſition. 
Their joint attack of the French on every ſide, and 


poſſeſſion gain'd of Morne Tartenſon. The artil- | 


lery playing on Morre Garnier, and the citadel, 
and the battery return'd. The French attack Bri- 
gadier Haviland, the Highlanders, light Infantry, 
and Rangers; who gallantly ſuſtain'd the ſhock. 
Brigadier Walſh, and Colonel Grant, advancing 
fiercely with their corps, to ſuccour them. The 
French retreating, and chac'd to their walls. The 
reſolution and activity of our ſailors dragging chear- 
fully, and laboriouſly, yas and mortars to Tarten- 
ſon ; and acroſs the enemy's line of fire. Major 
Leland, with his corps, taking poſſeſſion of ſeveral 
redoubts : Walſh, Grant, and Haviland, advancing 
to ſuſtain him; and to occupy Morne Garnier's 
ground. The artillery's battery from thence on 
the citadel; with its ſurrender : and ſoon after, 
St. Lucia, and St. Peter's given up; not daring to 
ſtand the ſtorm of our troops, and tars. 
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HE Continent, at length, enjoy'd 


ſome peace, : 
And ſcalping butcheries began to 
ceaſe. 


Now nearer home the Britiſh thun- 
> GL der roars ; 
And Gallia trembled thro” her hoſtile ſhores : 
A pow'rful pannic ev'ry where prevaild, 
Like that, when Hawke, and Wolfe, and Saun- 
ders lail'd. 


Oux gallant tars, and ſoldiers brave, awhile, 
Premeditate the blow againſt Belleiſle : 


But 
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But Providence propitious to the foe; 

For all wiſe reaſons ſtill retards the blow: 

A time for cool reflection gave the Gaul, 

E'er Georce's veng/ance on their heads ſhou'd fall: 
Rough adverſe winds became a pow'rful bar; 

And England only threat'ned France with war. 
Tho? baffled greatly on the continent, 

The time elaps'd which gracious Heav'n had ſent ; 
No peace was duly ſu'd in proper form: 

But ſullen ſtill, they wait the growing ſtorm, 


Now long had England's veng*ance dormant lain, 
When Georce the Third began his glorious reign, 
The war, his great. Grandfather predeſign'd, 
Gain'd the full aſſent of his royal mind: 

Keppel he choſe againſt Bclleiſle to go, 

With his prime veng'ance *gainl(t the ſtubborn foe: 

With him, the gallant Hodgſon, likewiſe ſail'd, 
In queſt of fame, and gloriouſly prevail'd! 

This ＋ iſle was one great fort, and ev'ry where, 

_ Mortars, and cannon, big with death appear 
By 


When our armament, was preparing againſt Belleiſle, 
in the fall of 1;60; we had many ſtorms, rough, and con- 
trary winds, *till it grew ſo late, the expedition was drop- 
ped for the ſeaſon, and in the mean time our good old King 
died: But his Grandſon, George the Third, ſtill carried on 
the war, with the like vigour, and attack'd Belleiſle with 
His firſt vengeance, 

+ The letters from the fleet, and army, againſt Belleiſle, 
mention'd, that the whole iſland was one fortift ication, by 


nature almoſt: but where that fail d, art, and cannon, ſup- 
FR the place. 
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By nature ſteep, not eaſily aſſail'd, 

And art made ſtrong, wherever nature fail'd: 
But Hodgſon's fearleſs ſoul was full of flame, 
Reſolv'd to gain a Britiſh hero's name. 

Keppel had oft been try*d, midſt death and fire; 
Again, he fiercely glows with new deſire : 
Theſe both unite ; their thunders jointly roar, 
And bleft this iſle in view of Gallia's ſhore. 

So two fierce lions in the lonely wood, 

O'er awe the dam, and ſeize her ſhaggy brood ; 
The mother bear o'ercome with great diſmay, 
Growls, as they drag her helpleſs cub away! 
As Lewis view'd Belleiſle, and full of grief, 
Reſentment frown'd ; but dar'd not give relief. 


Now rang'd our fleet along the Gallic coaſt ; 
And France could ſcarce a weak reſiſtance boait : 
Their naval pow'r deſtroy'd, diſpers'd, diimay'd ; 
Cou'd not protect their home or foreign trade; 
When lo, they call'd * Hiſpania to their aid. 

With ſeeming friendſhip; but deſigning guile, 

By Spain, Great Britain was amus'd awhile: 

But GEORGE the Third, with lag A 
arm'd ; | 

Fo or war, or laſting peace, moſt nobly warm'd, 


Would : 


* About this time, Spain attempted a mediation, and 
ſent the Count de Fuentes; who in concert with Monſieur 


Buſſey, ſtrove to gain their end: but Mr. Pitt, like an ho- 


neſt man, remain'd | inflexible : neither could our King, 
Great GEORGE the Third, be perſuaded to grant France a 
ceſſation of arms. 
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Wou'd ne'er conſent hoſtilities ſhou'd ceaſe ; 

Nor grant the French the long wiſh'd ſix months 
peace. 

Tho” Buſſey ſooth'd, and frown'd, his end to get, 

He nothing gain'd but negatives from Pitt : 

Fuentes next, (well fraught with courtier's art,) 

Strove to pervert the faithful patriot's heart; 

Great Britain's miniſter was ſo profound, 

Their mighty plan with ill ſucceſs was crown'd. 


142 


Orr tars, ſtill roll'd our thunder o'er the main, 
In ſpite of Bourbon, and contracting Spain; 
Evꝰ'n to their ports purſu'd our ſculking foes ; 
When a new mark for their reſentment roſe : 
Proud Martinico yet her bulwarks rear'd, 

As if ſhe'd ne*er Britannia's terrors fear'd ; 

Great GOR OE the Third predeſtinates the blow, 
And dooms her ramparts to an overthrow. 

The Spaniard grew more jealous than before, 
And growl'd defiance from his hoſtile ſhore. 


Mz an while, the gallant Monckton rouz'd 
anew, 
For foreign war, his troops together drew : 
Tho? at Quebec he * felt the miſſive lead, 
He glows for war, nor feels deſponding dread. 


RopN Eu 


* General Monckton, in the battle on the plains of A- 
braham, before the town of Quebec; receiv'd a ſhot 
through the body; which paſs'd through, or very near 
his lungs. 
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RO DN Ex the bold; with England's daring 
tars; 
And the ſurviving gallant ſons of Mars, 
Whoſe war againſt Belleifle trans fix'd the Gaul; 
With Monckton, deſtin'd Martinico's fall : 
In Anna's bay, firm as ſtrong fate combin'd, 
In one great dreadful pow'rful union join'd ! 


Tux gallant * Douglas various batt'ries ſtorm'd; 

By honour fir'd, the dang'rous taſk perform'd ; 
With him, they ſtood not long in fierce diſpute, 
His direful roar made Gallia's thunder mute. 


+ Swax row, who drove their frigates from 
Quebec, | 
Prepar'd again, to give their arms a check. 
Hervey, the brave; by emulation fir' d, 
Fiercely attack'd, and gain'd the point deſir'd; 
Moſt nobly rouz'd to quell the pride of France, 
He ſilenc'd all the thunder of Grand Ance. 


+} Now to the ſhore, (inſpir'd by freeborn flame, ) 
With Britain's warlike leaders, Monckton came. 
— As 


* Admiral Rodney's letter of the 19th of January, 1761, 
to Mr. Cleveland, mentions Sir James Douglas, filencing 
the forts, in St. Anne's bay ; and Commodore Swanton, 
with Captain Hervey, of the Dragon, who filenc'd the bat- 
tery of the Grand Ance, at Martinico. 

+ Vide my Siege of Quebec, rais'd by Commodore 
Swanton, &c. | 

ttt t Admiral Rodney's letter to Mr, Cleveland, men- 

tions 
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As Jove, when cloath'd in gloom, (in awful form;)} 


Launches his bolts amidſt a thunder ftorm : 


Brave Þ Swanton, 4 Shuldham, { Hervey, fear- 


leſs tars, 
Launch'd on the ſhore our dreadful ſons of Mars ! 


With ſpeed, the faſcine batt'ries ſoon were rear'd, 

Whence De la Touche the thund'ring greeting 
heard; 

Intrepid Grant *, Rufane *, and Rollo“ 0s. 

With Walſh *, * Scott , to meet and charge 
the foe: ; 

A thouſand * gallant tars with Monckton lay, 

Wiſhing employ where danger mark'd the way. 


Lraprss, and ſoldiers, lend for the war, 
Ruſh fearleſs on, in ſpight of ev'ry bar: 
Behold, a boggy + ravine ; wide, and ſteep ; 


In which the French a dreadful am duſh keep: 
As 


tions the + diſpoſition of the landing, with Commodore 
Swanton, and the Captains Shuldham, and Hervey, com- 
manding; one, on the right, one, on the left, and one, in 
the center : And he likewiſe mentions, ſome other things 

concerning che ſeamen, as they occu in my Poem. 

„** General Monckton mentions this, very par- 
ticularly, in his Letter to the Earl of Egremont, from 
Martinico. 

+ The following is an extract, from a private letter. A 
ravine, is a large hollow, made between hills; occaſion'd 
by ſudden currents of water; (which are very frequent, and 


rapid, at the time of the equinox.) They are of a conſide- 
rable depth, and not leſs difficult to get into, than to aſ- 
cend: as they are tufted over with trees, and br uſhw od, 
on every ſide; and in many places, cover'd over, Thete 


the French lin'd with infantry ; but our forces, (reſolute, 
and 
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As if new dangers, had anew inſpir'd, 

Britannia's troops, with mighty ardour fir'd ! 

Down the ſteep bank, they (like a torrent) roll'd, 

With matchleſs vigor, not to be controuPd ! 

Some preſſing eager on deceitful ground, 

They headlong plung'd into the wide profound : 

But like young eagles chacing of their prey ; 

Light they ſprang up, dan form'd, and forc'd 
their way, 

Acroſs the ravine, (as they nearer drew ;) 

The friendly balls, and hoſtile bullets flew : 

Cannons, and infantri-s, ard mortars roar ;, 

Some heroes fall, tc riſe again no more. 

GRAN, and his grenadiers, began th'attack ; 

And drove th' advancing guards of Frenchmen 
back : | ; 

Quickly each corps to their aſſiſtance came, 

Eager for glory, emulous of fame, 


Mean while, brave Haviland, with his brigade, 
Acroſs the gulph another paſſage made : 
With him, brave Caledonians charg'd the Gauls; 
Ready to ſpeed where warlike danger calls: 
With theſe, the Rangers to che gulph were led : 


There, the light infantry to battle ſped : 
* | The 


and determin'd to carry the batteries on the other ſide,) let 
each other down, (firſt ſlinging their muſkets :) when they 
got on the other fide, clamber'd up as faſl as poſſible, form- 
ed, and carried all before them. Some were let down pre- 
cipitately, by the bank's giving way : but they ſoon recover- 
ed themſelves, and join'd their corps. 
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The path of honour thro” the ravine lay; 
Fiercely they charg'd, and hew'd the glorious way, 


Ar length, a general attack was form'd ; 
On ev'ry fide, the French were fiercely ſtorm'd: 
Now Scott, and his light infantry, (for fame, ) 
Midſt leaden deaths, and hoſtile dangers came. 
Vaughan *, Maſſey +, Fletcher +, Kennedy + the 
hn 3 
With Leland +, marks of Britiſh courage gave: 
Each hero nam'd, with ev'ry corps above; 
For warlike fame, moſt emulouſly ſtrove: 
The ſons of Scotland made the Frenchmen feel 
The mortal weight of Caledonian ſteel. 
Britiſh, and Gallic bayonets engag'd ; 
Around brave Monckton, deaths, and dangers 
rag' d: 
Gates 4, and Ricaut , await on either hand, 
And plunge thro' dangers when he gives com- 
| mand. | 
Now on all ſides the foe began to yield, 
And Monckton ſtood the conq'ror on the field: 
Quickly our troops, (with toilſome vict'ry crown'd, 
Gain'd the poſſeſſion of Tartenſon's ground F. 
| HosT1LE 


Read Vaughan, as if ſpelt Vaun ; for I underſtand it 
is a Welſh name, and ſpoke in general, like one fyllable. 

+ + + + + + General Monckton, in his letter to the 
Earl of Egremont, expreſly mentions the attack as above ; 
and ſpeaks very honourably, of the above commanders, and 
their corps. 

t t General Monckton's two aid de camps. 

$ A high fortified hill, oppoſite Morne Garnier. 
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HosrIiLE Morne Garnier Mill higher lay; 
Gainſt which, th'artilleries ſoon began to play; 
From whence, againſt our _ their ſtorm 

they bent; 
And death, for death, alternately was ſent. 


Ar length, the Frenchmen emulouſly fra, 
To gain a name moſt gloriouſly aſpir'd ! | 
Acroſs the ravine *, they a paſſage made, 

Againſt bold Haviland, and his brigade : 

Soon the light infantry to battle roſe ! 

And with the, rangers, met the charging foes : 

With wonted glow the Caledonians drew; 

And full of ardour, to th' engagement flew: 

Thither ſped Walſh, and Grant, (with fierce de- 
light,) 

To ſhare the fame, and danger of the fight: 

The daring foes gave way, (and full of dread.) 

Back thro? the ravine, in diſorder ſped : 

They fled by thouſands ; wing'd with awful fear; 

As ſwift ours chac'd, and mingled with the rear: 

As at Quebec, they drove them to the walls, 

And brought from thence the captivated Gauls. 


Lr Monckton wiſh, (the daring deed is done;) 
With freeborn ardour England's þ ſailors run; 
Midf all the Gallic fire, they fearleſs grew, 


And guns, and mortars, to Tartenſon + drew ; | 
L 2 Whence 


* General Monckton's letter, to the Earl of Egremont, 
nentions theſe paſſages pa: ticularly. 
T + + + + General Monckton, and Admiral Rodney, 


mention this: and the following, is what Admiral Rodney 
writes 


148 WAR: An Heroic Poem. 
Whence on the citadel they fiercely pour 
Of deadly ſhor, and ſhells, an iron ſhow'r. 
Leland I, at length, gain'd the great end deſir'd; 
As he advanc'd, the foe confus'd retir'd. 
Walſh +, Grant +, and Haviland , ſoon ga- 
„ | 
And'took poſſeſſion of Morne Garnier's ground. 
Now near the citadel our forces drew z 
The bombs and baks from Garnier's ſummit flew; 
The fierce artill'ry's war, not Tong they ſtood ; 
But ſtruck their flag, and own d they were ſubdu d. 
St. Peter's *, and St. Lucia's *, much diſmay'd ; 
O'er awd, and hopeleſs of European aid; 
Full of amazement at Britannia's wars, 
Dreading our forces, and our dauntleſs tars; 
(With one conſent,) to ſhun the ſtorm accord, 


(Submit,) and own great GEORGE their ſov'reign 
| lord. 


_ writes in his letter of the ioth of February, to Mr. Cleve- 
land. But this I muſt ſay, in juſtice to thoſe I have the 
* honour to command; that the intrepidity, and gallant be- 
„ haviour of the officers, and troops, employ'd on the expe- 
« dition, could be equall'd only, by the chearful activity of 
«« the officers, and ſeamen; who contributed every thing in 
„their power, towards the reduction of the place, and made 
% no difficulties, in tranſporting numbers of heavy mortars, 
& and ſhip's cannon, up the ſteepeſt mountains, at a ver) 
«© conſiderable diſtance from the ſea ; and acroſs the enemy's 
« line of fire.“ | 

* * St. Peter's fort, was where Monſ. De la Touche fled, 
with fome thouſands of his grenadiers, when General Moncl:- 
ton took poſſeſſion of the citadel, at Martinico ; and the fort 
of St. Lucia, is another ; and both forts ſent to General 
Monckton, and Admiral Rodney, to ſurrender ; whilſt they 
were preparing to attack them, by ſea, and land. 


End of BOOK VII. 
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RANCE humbled; and the beginning of 
the Spaniſh war. His Majeſty, King 
GEORGE the Third, rouſing to war, againit 
his combin'd foes; like Jove, againſt Phzton, 
who ſat ſecure, and view'd the ravage his ambi- 
tion made. The ſtrength of the Spaniſh garri- 
ſon at Cuba; the numbers of its defendants ; 
their deſperateneſs, and bravery. The deſcent 
made by Albemarle, &c. with the troops and 
tars. The Moor begirt with Engliſh terrors. 
The Spaniſh reſolution, to ſtand the united al- 
fault, of our troops, and the fleet. The battery 
begun. The Cambridge, Marlborough, and 
Dragon, engage the Moro, &c. The intrepidity 
of Captain Lindſay, of the Trent frigate. The 
general aſſault ceas d. A daily cannonade com- 
menced, &c, Frequent ſallies made by the Spa- 
niards ; but are repuls'd. A ſally made by One 
Thouſand ; neither to give or take quarter : The 
L 3 reception 
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reception they met, from Britain's animated 
troops, and their repulſe, after a deſperate bat- 
tle, and bloody carnage. They regain the Moro, 
and again defy the Britiſh troops. The Moro 
blown ap. The attack made, under thoſe two 
brave leaders, Lieutenant General Keppel, and 
Brigadier Haviland. Captain Forbes, at the 
head of the Royals, fiercely enters the breach, 
The bravery of the gallant Don Velaſco, gover- 
nor of the Moro: His ſtation, at the flag ſtaff, 
and his fall, The Moro taken, and Great Bri- 
tain's ſtandard hoiſted. The mortality, among 
the ſoldiers. The reſolution of thoſe which ſur- 
vive. The ſtorm againſt the town, and Punta 
fort. A truce deſir'd; and the town ſurren- 


der'd. 
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honour's call; 


bled Gaul; 


ſpires, 


New fields, new heroes, kindle new defires, 


No w is my taſk, to ſing a war indeed 


HE pleaſing taſk periorm'd (at 
Britain triumphant, and the hum- 


Hiſpania's war my muſe again in- 


Where heroes conquer, and where brave men 


bleed. 


Such was the war old Homer's numbers tell; 


Where Hector brave, and fierce Achilles fell: 
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Such was the war where conq' ring Grecians fought; 
Such was the victry which they dearly bought. 


From toils of war, Great Britain cannot ceaſe; 


The jealous Spaniard will not be art peace : 


The placid GREOROE, (like his humane Grandſire) 

Long bore their inſults, and reſtrain'd his ire: 

Conſcious of ſafety, laid his veng'ance by; 

Yet ſcann'd their plans with a moſt jealous eye. 

When giddy Phæton Sol's bright chariot drove, 

So ſat ſecure the great imperial Jove: 

But when involv'd in flame, he ſaw the world, 

From his ſtrong hand the vengeful*bolt was hurl'd. 

So England's Kine, againſt combining foes, 

To terrene, and to naval war aroſe; 

Gainſt threat'ning Spain his waſting terrors dealt; 

His firſt avenging bolt, th'Havannah felt. 

Thouſands of vet'ran troops from Spain were ſent; 

Bravely reſolv'd, and obſtinately bent, 

*Gainſt Britain's troops, and tars, the place to hold, 

And in the liſt of fame to ſtand inroll'd. 

Theſe were to battle by brave Spaniards led, 

Strangers to pride, and baſe deſponding dread. 

Lewis + Velaſco, and + Gonſales bold; 

Whoſe worth, with pleaſure, conq'ring Britons 
told. 
oe The 


* Vide, my reference to Phæton, daſh'd from Apollo's 
car, in my engagement between Admiral Hawke, and Con- 


flans, in Quiberon Bay. 


+: A gallant man, and good e wounded, and 


taken priſoner. 


t Don Gonſales, Lieutenant governor of the Moro, who 


was kill'd in fight. 
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The prime command brave Don * Velaſco bore 

For kindneſs known to Engliſhmen before : 

Who had the name of Amiable gain'd ; 

In whoſe great ſoul a humane brav'ry reign'd. 

Next ia command, the gen'rous + Prado ſtands , 

Whoſe name, in war, a due reſpect demands. 

Nor ſhou'd the naval daring ſons of Spain, 

Unnotic'd in the warlike lift remain; 

Who dar'd with Britain's matchleſs tars Cengage z 

Fac'd gallant Pocock's war! and brav'd fierce 
Keppel's rage 


Tux wary foe had fortify'd the ground; 
And troops of Spaniſh horſe were ſtation'd round : 
Chiefly the Moro Þ; old Hiſpania's pride, 
Pocock's, and Albemarle's, and Keppel's war 

defy'd : 
| But 


* Governor of the Moro Caftle; and who defended it 
moſt bravely, to the laſt extremity : and who had long be- 
fore gain'd the regard of the Engliſn, by his humanity, 
good nature, and complaiſance to them ; and his good will, 
to ay Engliſh nation. 

+ Juan Del Prado, governor of the town : a brave great 
ſpirited man, 

t The Spaniards, we are inform'd, eſteem'd the Moro, 
or Moor Caſtle, the ſtrongeſt fortreſs in the world; and 
thought it even impregnable, from the advantage of its ſi- 
tuation, the difficulty of acceſs, the ſtrength and number of 
its redoubts, and outworks; with the number of its cannon 


and mortars, and the preat ſtrength of the main garriſon it- 


ſelf; the wall being fifty feet thick : but more than all, 
they depended on the bravery, and great number of its de- 


fendants; who made a noble, obſtinate, and bloody de- 
| fence ! 
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But like the three fork d thunder of the ſkies, 


When wing'd with light'ning, from Olympus flies; 
Theſe three, ſpread dreadful devaſtation round; 


And riv'd and flung the Moro to the ground. 


Brave * Albemarle, with Britain's * ſons of 

Mars, 

Pocock *, and Keppel *, with our dauntleſs * 
tars, 

Fiercely reſolv'd towards the foe they bend, 

And on the ſhore victoriouſly deſcend ; 

Begird the Moor with Britiſh terrors round ; 

And occupy all advantageous ground : 

Around the town, on diff*rent heights, they lye; 


(The ſurly foes th'approaching war defy.) 
With one conſent, our troops, and tars unite ; 
And rouze each other to the glorious fight; 
Their batr'ries raiſe againſt the deſtin'd town : 


Hiſpania's troops, and tars, defiance frown. 
| All 


not giving up when ſtorm'd, till four hundred, in defence 
of the place, pallantly refign'd their lives; and for:'d 
Great Britain's animated heroes, to obtain a laborious vic- 
fory : who when they met that brave, and deſperate op- 
Poſition ; eager for glory, collected in their mighty ſouls, 
all their warlike ardour ; and like gunpowder confin'd, 
kindling into flame, bore down all oppoſition : and mecte 
ing with that fierce reſiſtance, made the mere rapid con- 


queſt. 


„333 # The ſoldiers, marines, and ſailors, join'd 
with one conſent, to attack the place, and with united 


efforts, built batteries, dragg'd the cannon, and mortars 
around, and play'd upon the Moor Caſtle, and Town: 


inſpiring each other n. with refolution, and war- 
like emulation. a 
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All that cou'd fire the ſoul, and chace diſmay, 

Within this town in great abundance Jay : 

Such heaps of white, and yellow glitt'ring ore, 

That avarice itſelf cou'd wiſh no more. 

Within the port, whole trading fleets remain : 

Twelve of the line; the royal ſhips of Spain. 

Full twenty thouſand armed Spaniards there, 

Gainſt Britain's ſtorm a bold defence prepare 

For ſafety, each deſtructive method plan; 

And with the ſailors, guns, and mortars man: 

With ſunken ſhips they form a dang'rous bar; 

They dread the thunder of our naval war : 

For now began our batt'ry on the ſhore! 

The Cambridge, and the Marlb'rough, gainſt 
the Moor, 

In concert with the Dragon, fiercely roar. 

The moor, the town, the forts, themſelves pre- 
pare 3 

The gen'ral ſtorm, and Britain's batt'ry dare: 

Fall of intrepid glow, and gen'rous rage, 

Britons, and Spaniards, ardently engage. 

Whilſt all commanders brave, the fight maintain, 

One * only fears t' attack the forts of Spain: 

Far otherwiſe, the gallant Lindſay's + foul! 


Who, long before he heard the thunder growl, 
Or 


* Vide Sir George Pocock's letter, in the Gent, Mag. for 
Sept. 1762, to Mr. Cleveland, concerning the St-rl-ng- 
C-ſtle, and her commander. 

+ Captain Lindſay, of his Majeſty's frigate, the Trent: 
who when the four men of war were order'd to batter the 


Moor Caſtle, waited on Admiral Pocock, and repreſented 
| to 
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Or animating ſhouts had pierc'd his ears, 
In warlike flame abſorb'd all meaner fears! 
Wich manly ardour, and a fierce delight, 
He plunges thro? the terrors of the fight! 
Eager to take adying hero's charge, 
Forgets the dangers of an open barge ; 
Speeds to the Cambridge, and with ſtern diſdain, 
Rolls Britain's thunder 'gainſt the ſons of Spain 
Britain's tremendous charge, the Moor defies ; 
From thence, a ſtorm of lead, and iron flies: 
Engliſh diſploding daſhing deaths are thrown, 
To fling the mural hopes of Spaniards down; 
To waſte their troops, and terrify the town. 
The Cambridge, Marlb'rough, and the Dragon 
wage Tr 
Unequal war, againſt Hiſpania's rage : 
Our ſailors feel no cold reluctant fear, IM 
Altho* the decks like ſlaughter ſhops appear: 
Altho' like wrecks; the batter'd ſhips ſuſtain 
The Moro's war, and naval ſtorm of Spain. 


: Tao? rouz'd at firſt, to quell the Spaniſh foe, 
The gallant Pocock's ſoul felt fierceſt glow ; 
A gen'rous 


to him; that as he commanded only a frigate, he could be 
of no ſervice, or acquire honour ; therefore requeſted, that 
if any of the ſcur ſhips Joſt their captains, he might be 
permitted to take the command, during the cannonade : 
which requeit was granted; and in about five minutes, the 
Cambridge threw out the ſignal, for the captain being kilt- 
ed; when Captain Lindſay, put off from the Trent, in his 
barge; and through a moſt terrible fire, got on board the 
Cambridge, and fought her moſt gallantly, till ſhe, and the 
other two ſhips, were order'd to be tow'd off. | 


777 
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A gen'rous pity to that rage ſucceeds, 

Whilſt ev'ry fearleſs naval hero bleeds : 

(Tho' overwhelm'd with deaths, without diſmay, 
They burn to win the glory of the day.) 
Anxious to ſave each well deſerving tar, 

For future battle, and more equal war; 

Pocock commands, they end the fierce diſpute, 
As they tow off the naval roar grows mute. 
And now commenc'd a daily cannonade; 

The Spaniards {till a bold reſiſtance made: 
Their wives, their honour, and their all at ſtake ; 
By which inſpir'd, they vig'rous ſallies make: 
Oft as they ſally, are as oft repelFd; 

Chac'd to their walls, or down in battle fell'd. 
With reſolution arm'd, on either ſide, 

Mortars, and guns, moſt eagerly were ply'd : 
Week, after week, full fifty * days, and more, 
The cannon, infantries, and morrars roar : 

Both parties ſeem each day to grow more warm 3 
Each other oft alternately alarm. 


As deſp'rate gameſters oft, will hazard all, 
The Spaniards, (at their bleeding country's call;) 
By honour rouz'd, to gain a warlike fame, 
Their ſouls had wrought to patriotic flame; 

A thouſand pleb'ian heroes dare t'advance, 
Againſt the fcourgers of perfidious France : 


; And 


Our troops, were landed the ſixth of June, againſt the 
Spaniards ; and carried the Moor Caſtle, ſword in hand, the 
thirtiech of July; which is above fifty days. 
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And as they march to give the daring ſtorm, 

A horrid formidable front they form : 

Their dire deſign theſe letters plainly ſpake, 

We neither give, nor will we quarters take : 

But what avails their gallantry and worth ? 

' *Gainſt Britain's heroes fierce, they ſally d forth. 

With equal ardour England's troops aroſe, 

To meet the daring vet'ran Spaniſh foes : 

Methinks, I hear our fearleſs leaders ſay, 

Brave fellow ſoldiers ! fight like men to day 

The coming foe is obſtinately brave 

GreatBritain's honour, and your own to ſave, 

Now draw your ſwords; and in this glorious 
cauſe, I 

Gain Europe's praiſe, and GEOROE the Third's 
applauſe, | 

As when ſmooth oil on flaming fire is thrown, 

(By bluſt'ring winds to dreadful fury blown ;) 

With rage reſiſtleſs on the torrent flows; 
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So full of warlike flame againſt our foes, 

To fierce attack, all reſolutely roſe, 

And as two torrents (with a deaf*ning ſound, ) 
Ruſh down two hills towards the lower ground, 
They meet, they mix, and as they mix, engage, | 
And deal out death with ſtern relentleſs rage : 23 
With equal firmneſs both the parties cloſe ; | 
Muſkets, to muſkets, ſwords, to ſwords oppoſe : 
Encount'ring pikes (in cloſe engagement meet, ) 


With deadly thruſts th'ill fated boſoms greet: 


Keen 
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Keen Highland ſteel, and bright Toledo“ blade, 
A grating unharmonious concert made: 
As each his burniſh'd pond'rous faulchion rear'd, 
A reſolution in his face appear'd : 
Quebec's, Belleiſle's, and Martinico's fate, 
Warm'd Britons ſouls, and made their hearts elate, 
Hundreds of Spaniards ſtrew'd th* enſanguin'd 
ground 3 
And each, in front F receiv'd his honeſt wound: 
Fierce grew the fight, fiercer the Britons glow'd ; 
O'er dead, and dying, reſolutely trod; 
Againſt the living ranks their ſtorm they bend, 
And glitt'ring deaths in ſhow'rs of ſteel deſcend, 
And rode in flaming triumph wrapt in lead 
None feels remorſe, none knows deſponding dread : 
Some Britons fall, (for fate will have it ſo;) 
While Spaniards weep in blond their overthrow : 
With warlike pomp, to death, each Briton goes, 
Attended by a whole platoon of foes, 
At length, the Spaniſh reſolution fail'd; 
And Engliſh intrepidity prevail'd; 


I mean by that, the Spaniſh ſwords : the Toledo ſteel, 
being accounted the beſt in Spainz and it is a hiſtoric 
name; being in hiſtory, call'd Toledo good, or Good To- 
ledo blade. | 

+ I call it an honeſt wound; becauſe they look'd death, 
and danger, boldly in the face; and as they fought for their 
own, and their country's intereſt, ſo bravely, and obſtinate- 
ly, and turn'd not their backs, till compell'd to retreat, by 
an equal match of valour; when they were overwhelm'd, 
and born down, by the irreſiſtible vigour, and fierceneſs, 

with which the Britiſh troops advanc'd to battle, againſt thoſe 
gallant ſons of Spain; who march's to battle, with theſe words 
wrote in the font of their hats: We neither give, nor take quarters. 
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To Britiſh arms they ſeem inclin'd to yield, t 
Yet inch by inch diſpute the bloody field. | L 
As when a whirlwind (with deſtructive force,) | 
Oferturns the foreſt in its rapid courſe 
With devaſtation, Britons forc'd their way, B 
And backward roll'd the Spaniards in diſmay, . T 
They turn'd (reluctant, ) with a tardy flight, Ss 
Impetuouſly fierce, with warring might, | 80 
Upon their broken rear the Britons flew, N 
Their deſp'rate foes, with ſtern reſentment ſlew ; St 
O'er dying Spaniards trod, as near tte Moor they As 
drew. 


Behind the Moro's walls, again they hide ; 
New courage gain'd, and England's troops * defy'd. 
Mortars, and guns, with Spaniſh tars they man; 
Again a deſp'rate cannonade began: 
Our troops and tars loud veng'ance fiercely roar ; 
Again bombard, and cannonade the Moor : 
Like an expiring ſnuff, ſome blaze they made; 
That flame grew dull, and glimmer'd. into ſhade. 
More dull, and flow, the Moor's diſcharges grew ; 
But ſeldom thence, the bombs and bullets flew ; 
With mighty rage Great Britain's war encreas'd, 
No fire was ſlack' d, nor batt'ring terrors ceas'd : 
Inceſſant roll'd the ſtorm, both night and day; 
Tho? thought impregnable, the walls gave way 
The mighty Moro fallable was found ; 


The ramparts raz'd, and batter'd to the ground: 
In 


* The Spaniards, when they got within the Moro, ſeem- 
ed to be ſo fearleſs, and obſtinate, as ever, | 


n- 


WAR: An Heroic Poem. 161 


In ruin flung; yet Rill they bulwarks form, 


Dreadful to paſs, and terrible to ſtorm. 


Ovn engineers, at length, their caverns made, 
Beneath the walls their tumid terrors laid 
Thence, in a fierce expanding flame they roſe ; 
The caſtle ſhook, and terrify'd their foes : 


Scarce mov'd, a pond'rous load the ramparts lay, 


Nor wou'd to powder's matchleſs pow'r give way: 
Strong, in their heaps of ruin they abide, 
As common bulwarks in unbatter'd pride. 


Ont.y one * file within the breach cou'd form; 
No more cou'd march in front, to give the ſtorm : 
(In little hills the rugged ramparts lay, 
Portending ruin o'er the ſubject ſea.) 

Fierce Forbes + march'd, to ſtorm the dreadful 


place, 


And thund'ring death flaſh'd horror in his face : 
| M On 


* When the engineers ſprang their mine, under the Moro 
Caſtle, the walls lay ſuch an enormous load, on the riſing 
lame, that it ſought vent another way: and ſo ſtable the 
walls remain'd, that the diſplofion only made a breach, for 
three men a breaſt to advance. 

+ + + + Major General Keppel, was firſt in command at 
the ſtorm of the Moro: and Brigadier General Haviland, 
was ſecond there: and Lieutenant Forbes, (ſince made 4 
captain in the forty-ſecond regiment,) firſt enter'd the 
breach; (if it may be call'd a breach ;) at the head of the 
Royals; who had gain'd great honour, during the ſiege; 
and the breach was ſo ſituated, that had they miſs'd a ſtep, 


they muſt. have gone about a hundred yards headlong into 
the 


bf 
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On raſh'd the Royals +; with true Britiſh glow; 

(Deſtruction + yawn'd moſt dreadfully below.) 

As Wolfe, and Amherſt, (in tremendous roar,) 

Flew arm'd with thunder on Cape Breton's ſhore 

So Haviland, and Keppel +, warlike honour 
ſought, 


And to the breach Great Britain's triple union 
brought. 


Velaſco * fierce, reſolv'd to ſpill his blood, 

Like + Ajax, near the Spaniſh flag-ſtaff ſtood : 
With heart reſolv'd, and viſage full of wrath, 
Defiance frown'd, and brandiſh'd glitt'ring death, 
With lifeleſs hope, but manly voice he calls, 


Spaniards! ſtand firm ! and guard your batter'd 
Walls! bs 


Your all depends on this deciſive day ; 
No hope remains the moment you give way! 
Remember 


the ſea, on one fide, or the ditch, on the other : and we 


are inform'd that the very men, which ſo intrepidly enter'd 
againſt all the oppoſition, ſo deſperate an enemy could 
make, with cannon, and ſmall arms, were afraid to return 


by the ſame way, and among all the thouſands of gallant 
men there, one only was known to ſhow the leaſt back ward- 
neſs, or had been heard to complain; tho? many, both offi- 
cers, and men, had been ren days in the trenches, with- 
out being reliev'd, | 
The gallant Don Lewis de Velaſco, captain of one of 
their men of war, and governor of the Moro; fiercely re- 
ſolved, fix'd himſelf by the colours, and defended them, 
ſword in hand; till mortally wounded in the ſtorm. 
+ For an explanation of this, concerning Ajax; vide, 
my reference for the fireſhips, in my Siege of Quebec, or 
the fifteenth and ſixteenth books of Homer's Iliad. 
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Remember, Engliſhmen your walls aſſail; 

What mighty honour, ſhou'd you now prevail! 
And from the breach, th*advancing forces chace! 
No foe, henceforth, will dare a Spaniard face. 
The Spaniards rouze, and rank and file they cloſe, 
Throng to the breach, and dare th'aſſailing foes. 


Now Haviland, and Keppel, in a flame 
Of Britiſh zeal, near Moro's Caſtle came: 
Not one, but feels a great heroic rage; 
Each ſeems alert, as if he'long'd Y'engage. 
Chearful, reſolv'd, the leaders all appear, 
Ruſhing in front, or thronging on the rear : 
With eyes brimful of joy, and fierce delight, 
They march, and rouze each diff rent corps to 

fight. | 

And Joubtieſs, this the ſtrain in which they ſpoke, 
Advancing in the clouds of ſulph'rous ſmoke. 
A leader of the Britiſh Grenadiers, 
Cries come my lads! who ne'er knew daſtard fears, 
March fiercely on, with reſolution fix'd ; 
Brave Engliſhmen, and bold Hibernians mix'd. 
To England's honour, let all Europe ſay, 
You ſtorm'd the breach on this deciſive day; c 
And bore the palm of victory away. 
Then ſhall Hibernia ſhare the glorious fame, 
Whoſe gallant ſons againft Hiſpania came. 
The Caledonian chiefs, molt fiercely call 
To Highland troops, remember conquer'd Gaul! 
And like her troops, let thoſe brave Spaniards feel 


Your warlike worth, and Caledonian ſteel. 
M 2 Provincial 
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Provincial leaders, (emulouſly brave, ) 

To rouze their troops, this ſhort narration gave; 
Revolve each fight, in which you've bravely fought; 
With lives, and blood, your warlike honour bought: 
Let Abr'm's plain, and Louiſbourg twice won, 
Rouze you to act, what oft before you've done; 
Your mother country's pow'rs join once again, 
Prove yourſelves fons of brave old Engliſhmen. 
*T was needleſs more, all felt a fearleſs glow, 

And ſtumbled thro? the breach towards the foe. 
With broad-ſwords drawn, and bayonets well fix'd, 
Engliſh, and Spaniards, in confuſion mix'd : 
All fiercely fought, inſpir'd with equal hate 
Lead mortal flew, and ſteel fell arm'd with fate. 


_ In equipoize, ſhort time the battle hung; 
Our's, glory fir'd, but pride the Spaniards ſtung: 
The breach diſputed they no longer hold, 

And like a torrent in the Britons roll'd : 
Spaniards retreat, our's urg'd the flight along, 
And to the guarded flag-ſtaff fiercely throng : 
Velaſco there, reſolvedly remain'd ;. 

The flight retarded, and the fight maintain'd. 
(So lion's cubs, (on Lybia's burning ſand, ) 
*Gainſt troops of hunters make a feeble ſtand ; 
If &er perchance, the fire their paſſage bar, 
And roars, prepar'd for lacerating war; 

Till cloſely prefs'd by the bold hunting train, 
They ſcatter ſingly thro' the ſcorching plain; 
Or gaſp in death by ſome brave hunter ſlain.) 


Of 
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Of that great corps Velaſco ſeems the ſoul, - 


And by example animates the whole : 
He fights, exhorts, their drooping ſpirits chears ; 


Recalls their ardour, and diſpels cold fears: ' 


Courage, my ſoldiers! (he undaunted cries,) 
Who falls this day, a Spaniſh patriot dies! 
Halt ! halt! for ſhame! deſpiſe inglorious flight ! 
Exert yourſelves! once more like Spaniards fight! 
Wheel ! rally ! charge! repel th'advancing foe! _ 
And ſtand the firſt nam'd conquerors below ! 
They fac'd, retrod the firſt deſerted ground; 
He fac'd our troops, and approbation frown'd 
An equal frown of terror Britons wore, 
To deſp'rate battle oft inur'd before. 
On &'ry ſide, the triple union pour'd 
(Velaſco's brow a grim defiance lour'd.) 
Here Engliſh, and Hibernians, nobly fit'd, 
To battle flew as if one ſoul inſpir'd; 
Before their war they bore the Spaniards down, 
And forc'd their way to meet Velaſco's frown : 
With wonted glow, the Caledonians hew, 
With equal ardour to the flag-ſtaff flew. 
Velaſco now receiv'd his mortal wound 
But ſtill he fought, ſtill kept the flag-ſtaff's 
oround : 

As from his wounds he pour d js vital blood, 
The Spaniards cool'd, the ſhock no longer ſtood : 
And as the Mexicans * long time before, 
When Cortes drawn by love of golden ore; 

M 3 Willing 


* When the Spaniards, led by Hernando Cortes, con- 
W Mexico; /vaſt multitudes of the poor wretches pe- 
| riſt'd 
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Willing from Spaniſh rage themſelves to ſave, 
Plung'd headlong down into a wat'ry grave; 
So theſe by hundreds (in a wild diſmay), 
From Britiſh troops ſought ſhelter in the ſea. 
The ragged * ſtaff torn down, was ſoon diſgrac'd, 
And on the baſtion Britain's Standard plac'd. 


T rx Moro gain'd, yet ſtill the Spaniards dare; 
To ſtand the batt'ring ſhock, again prepare. 
Death + ſeems to join the threaten'd town to ſave, 
And ſweeps whole hundreds to the filent grave: 
Thro all their boiling veins Sol darts his fire 
And troops worn out in calentures expire. 
Yet tho? it ſeem'd wiſe Providence to pleaſe, 
Thouſands ſhou'd fall by ſword +, and by diſeaſe, 
The brave ſurviving Britons ſtill maintain 
The batr'ring ſiege, againſt the ſons of Spain: 
Fiercely once more, our tars, and troops unite, 
Again prepare the ſtorm, both day, and night: 
At length they burſt in moſt tremendous roar ; 

If poſſible, more dreadful than before. 
By obſtinate, and fierce attacks ſubdu'd, ( 
That ſtorm few { hours, the daring Spaniards ſtood: 


the-Spaniards ſhare a ſimilar fate; ſome hundreds of them, 

loſing their lives, as they attempted to flee in their boats, in 

confuſion, before the dreadful conquering troops of Britain. 
The Spaniſh enſign has a ragged ſtaff in it. 


+ + There was a great mortality among our troops, and 


ſailors; and being worn out with hard duty, day and night, 
and a laborious battery, death ſwept them off by hundreds, 
in a fever. 

I 1 4 Wen the ſtorm from the Moro, (now in our poſ- 
ſeſſion,) 


Tho! - 


riſh'd in the water, and lakes, ſurrounding it: and now, 
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Tho? firſt, the governor, (with warlike frown) 
When ſummon'd to ſurrender up the town, 
Declar'd he valu'd not Great Britain's might; 
But to the laſt, with all their pow'r would fight : 
Yet, when he felt the Britiſh cannonade, 

And ſaw the havoc our bombardment made, 

He grew more cool, and for ſhort reſpite ſent 
Of ſome few hours, no more on war intent : 
And crav'd three ſhips Þ might no obſtruction meet, 
And unmoleſted paſs thro? Britain's fleet: 

The gallant Pocock ſent him this again; 

No, not a boat 4; much leſs three ſhips of Spain, 


Shou'd paſs unſearch'd, thro'Britain's dreadful fleet, 


But muſt expect with thund'ring rage to meet; 

Goad Engliſh ſhips to Spain ſhou'd them convey: 

Good Engliſh ſhips, the terrors of the ſea | 

By hard neceſſity to terms brought down; 

Prado gave up the long defended town ; 

In which were treaſures by whole millions found; 
And Britain's arms with glorious conqueſt crown'd, 


ſeſton, ) and on the ſhore, was begun, in concert, againſt 


the town, and Punta fort, by our troops, and tars: Juan | 


del Prado, governor of the town, in about fix hours, ſent 
out to deſire a reſpite, for ſome few hours, to make his 
terms ; which was granted; and withal, begg'd three ſhips 
of the line, might paſs unſearch'd to Spain. Admiral Pocock 
return'd him for anſwer, not a long boat ſhould paſs ; but 
good Engliſh ſhips ſhould carry them to Spain ; and when the 
governor found this, he capitulated, and gave up the town,. 
tort, and twelve men of war of the Spanith line. 


End of BOOK VIIL 
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TA ARGUMENT. 


R AN CE ſprawling amidſt her overthrow, 
like a cock with a fractur'd thigh. Spain 
joining in the war. Lewis, (like a bankrupt,) 
ſtrives to ſave his credit, and throws his All at 
ſtake. France, and Spain, viewing Newfound- 
land, with greedy eyes, like two tigers, intend- 
ing to attack a lion's-cub. A few anecdotes, 
Four French men of war fail from Breſt, with 
about thirteen hundred regulars for Martini- 
co: but hearing it was ſurrender'd to our forces, 
they ſteer for Newfoundland; make a deſcent, 
firſt at bay of Bulls, and burn that place. Mon- 
ſieur Le Comte Doſohnville marches from Bay of 


Bulls to St. John's, acroſs the land, takes it, and 


gives good quarter His Excellency Thomas 
Graves, Eſq; governor, &c. at Newfoundland, 
being advertis'd of it off at ſea, fails. to Placen- 
tia, moors his ſhip, and there, with Captain Dou- 
glaſs,” expects Monſieur de Ternay; diſpatching 
at the ſame time, an expreſs to Lord Colville, 
and General Amherſt, an the continent, for ſup- 
plies. England rouz'd, and ſending four men of 
war out, which came two days too late. Lord Col- 
ville, Captain Graves, Captain Jarvis, Captain 
Douglaſs, and Captain Hallowell coming off St. 
John” 5 and taking a French arm'd 110K on 
the 
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the birth day of Lewis XV. Terney refuſes, to 
weigh with a fair wind, and engage them. Lord 
Colville ſending an iron greeting to him, ſo often 
as he could conveniently come to the harbour's 
mouth. General Amherſt rouzing the triple uni- 
on to the war, on the continent, and New Eng- 
land ſending her troops to Newfoundland in con- 
junction with them. Their arrival, and landing, 
cover'd by the Siren at Torbay, and march thro' 
the woods. The French make a ſtand at Quitty 
Vitty. Colonel Amherſt advancing on them; the 
poſt carried, and Captain Mackenzie kill'd. Ani- 
madverſions on the rugged, ſteep, and ambuſcad- 
ed hill of Lookout; on the ſummit of which, 
Monſieur Belcombe was moſt advantageouſly poſt- 
ed, with about four hundred of the prime troops 
of France. -The reſolution of our forces, grow- 
ing by ſympathy, as the dangers grew. Captain 
Macdonald, Captain Bailie, and Captain Barron, 

Lieutenant Schuyler, and Weſſon; all ſupported . 
by Colonel Tullikin, advancing, aſcending, at- 
tacking, and carrying that important poſt. The 
French retreat, and halt; retreat a ſecond time to 
the garriſon. Captain Macdonald mortally wound- 
ed: Lieutenant Schuyler ſhot dead : and Mon- 
ſieur Belcombe wounded. The battery of our ar- 
tiflery on the garriſon z which the French return. 
Terney's ſhameful nocturnal flight; with the ſur 
render of the garriſon, priſoners of war. 
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S when a cock “ receives a fatal 
* ſtroke, 
A fractur'd thigh, or elſe a pini- 

on broke : 
So France lay ſprawling midſt 
© v 8 her overthrow; 

And — Spain + had felt the humbling blow; 
Who mingled in the war, thro? very ſpite, 
To ſhow deſtruction was her ſole delight. 


VEx'D 


© A cock is us'd very often 5 % writers, as an alluſion to 
France from Gallia, the Latin word for Fra nce: ſounding 
ſomewhat like Gallus, a cock, in Latin. 

+ Alluding to the reduction of the Havannah; which 
happen'd near about the time the French attack'd New- 
Dandland. | 
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Vex'p Lewis, plots his credit to retrieve, 
Men he can ſend, if Spain will money give; 
Reſolv'd the trade of war to carry on, 

He borrows treaſure of the richer don. 
Much like a bankrupt thus behav'd the Gaul, 
To fave his credit, or to give up all. 


Lossxs of ſhips, and towns, and iſles, encreaſe ; 
They fain wou'd fight, yet greatly long for peace: 
And now France dares to throw her all at ſtake, 

A conqueſt of ſome conſequence to make : 
This join'd our foes, theſe two cajoling friends, 
To baffle Britain, and obtain their ends. 


As when two tigers roam the foreſt wide, 

| Perchance they have a lion's cub eſpy'd ; 

With hungry maws, the tawny prey they eye, 

Yet dread the danger ſhou'd the fire be nigh ; 

So theſe view'd Newfoundland with greedy eyes, 
And thought that iſle a good peace * making prizer 
Long they remain'd in doubt, and anxious hate, 


And groan'd with rage in their deſtructive ſtate 
| At 


* This I am certain was the French plan; for ſome of 
the French officers deſir'd me not to leave the place; but 
tarry, and ſwear allegiance to Lewis XV. for that winter 
only: for in the ſpring, they ſhould give it up, when peace 
was made, as an equivalent for ſome other places. So I find 
they took it for granted, they ſhould keep it till peace was 
made ; but of whom they purchas'd the leaſe of it, or the 
reaſons they had to expect it, it is beſt known to themſelves, 
for I cannot declare them, 
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At length they learnt our dreadful fleets were ſent, 
Far diſtant from the northern continent. 


A s ſcrutiny deep maſonry ck vain, 
So this prime cauſe will unexplor'd remain : 
Who can th' enigma trace, and well explore, 
Why Frenchmen dar'd Yattack the northern ſhore ? 
Where is the ſage will explanation boaſt, 
Why theſe who cou'd not well ſecure their coaſt, 
Shou'd &er ſteal out, o'erwhelm'd with ſad diſmay, 
And tempt new dangers in a diſtant ſea ? 
Cou'd Merlin * reaſcend, his aid t'impart, 
Poſſeſs'd, if poſſible of threefold art; 
He'd frankly own he cou'd no reaſon gueſs, 
At Ne plus ultra wou'd his art confels. 


Bur to proceed; nor graſp at things too high, 
Let this digreſſion in oblivion lie. 

The French no doubt, (with hopes of conqueſt 
ore, ). 

Thought this the time tobtain their end deſir'd. 

This coaſt firſt blew the kindling flames of war, 

This prov'd *gainit wiſh'd for peace the greateſt 

bar; 

Wide tracts of land they deem'd an eaſy, prey, 
Great part of which they thought defenceleſs lay: 
The nice occaſion they wou'd not reject, 

The moſt romantic heart cou'd ne'er expect. 

Both France and Spain egregiouſly were croſt; 

The great lucrative fiſhery they'd loſt : 
He | This 


* Merlin was an old Engliſh inchanter, 
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This both the pow'rs vehemently deſir'd, 
For this reſenting rage their boſoms fir'd ; 
As thirſty trav'lers on Arabia's plain, 


For water long, ſo long'd both France and Spain, 
To ſeize this great lucrative trade again. 


Now reſolution o'er French fear prevail'd, 


Well mann'd, from Breſt, four warlike * veſſels 


fail'd : | 
Near thirteen hundred regulars they bore, 
Deſtin'd at firſt for Martinico's * ſhore :. 
But hearing Britain's arms had gain'd the place, 
They dar'd not look that danger in the face : 
To Newfoundland they therefore ſtraightway ſped, 
The gen'rous Doſohnville theſe forces led; 
The wiſh'd for ſhore they unobſtructed gain'd, 
So Lewis will'd; and mighty fate ordain'd, 
To Bay of Bulls they daring ſteer'd their way, 
Tho! near as Halifax brave Colville lay; 


Tho' Moy't, and gallant Douglaſs * ſhou'd op- 


pole, ET 
They ſtrike no terror in our deſp'rate foes. 


Firſt, 


* ® * The French fleet which ſail'd from Breſt, conſiſted 
of a ſeventy · four, a ſixty-four, a thirty-ſix, and twenty-ſix 
gun ſhip. The ſquadron was commanded by Monſieur De 
Terney; with about thirteen or fourteen hundred of the prime 
and veteran troops of France: commanded by the Count 
Doſohnville, at firſt Yefign'd to relieve Martinico: but hear- 
ing of its ſurrender to our forces, and fleet, they alter'd their 
deſign, and ſail'd for Newfoundland. 


Pi 
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Firſt, Bay of Bulls - felt rugged Terney's flame, 


F rom thence, with rage, __ Sc. John's he 
came : 

ths Providence can Terney 8 wrath control; | 

The gen'rous Doſohnville , (with manly foul,) 

Worthy theſe choſen forces to command, 

Advanc'd towards St. John's acroſs the land : 

Sev'ral French cohorts * for theſe troops were 
drain'd, 

They took the place, and we good quarter gain'd. 


Wurd Graves at firſt, was verde d at ſea, 
St. John's was made an eaſy Gallic prey; 
| | A 


= About a week "09" Wi de Terney, the 


French admiral, came into the harbour of St. John's: (of 


whom as we afterwards learnt, he was coming with a reſo- 
Jution to plunder, barn, and deſtroy all St. John's almoſt, 
as he had before done at Bay of Bulls, about twenty-ſeven 
miles from thence.) I ſay providentially, about a week 
before he could come into the harbour, the garriſon of St. 
John's, ſarrender'd to the Count Doſohnville, general of the 
French forces; who had then with him, "about eleven hun- 
dred very good troops, pick'd from ſeveral regiments, which 
the French themſelves own'd, and their different regimen- 
tals declar d. The Count Doſohnville, behav'd like a gal- 
lant, and great ſoul'd conquering enemy; as did many 
others: namely, Monſieur Bellcombe, Lieutenant-general ; 
Monſieur Mongot, and Lefevre, majors ; the Chevalier de 
Chaponet; Monſieur Champot; Monſieur Turin, and 
Monſieur De Lorme, four captains of Grenadiers. All 
theſe, with ſeveral of the inferior officers, - behav'd with 
complaiſance ; (and ſo far as became enemies,) in an ami- 
cable, and beneficial manner, to my certain knowledge, to 
many of the merchants, ſtorekee pers, and ſuperior inhabi- 
tants ; and to myſelf, among the reſt. 
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A thirſt of honour rouz'd his ſoul to war, 
Worthy the man, and ev'ry Britiſh tar: 

He ſcorn'd to flee * ; but quick diſpatches ſent, 
Demanding ſuccour from the continent : 

Send me ſupplies; for here will I abide: 
(Amherſt but heard, and ſpeedily comply'd:) 
Placentia gain'd his“ chief protecting care, 
He moor'd the ſhip, expecting Terney there ; 
Reſolv'd to check the progreſs of the Gaul, 
To win ſome fame, or gain a glorious fall. 


N o doubt, the French now thought their con- 
e 
And deem'd they'd made all Newfoundland ſecure: 
The lion, couchant, o'er his proſtrate prey, 
Sated with ſlaughter, almoſt dormant lay: 
But England rouz'd to fave the continent, 
And well equipt, four warlike “ veſſels ſent 


Reſolv*'d 


When his Excellency Thomas Graves, Eſq; gover- 
ner, and commander in chief, in and over the iſland of 
Newfoundland, the coaſt of Labrador, &c, &c, &c. and 
commander of his Majeſty's ſhip Antelope ; was advertis'd 
off at Sea, that the French were in poſſeſſion of St. John's, 
and ſome other parts; after calling a council of war, he 
form'd a refclution worthy of himſelf, and the confidence 
repos'd in him at home; which was to diſpatch an expreſs 
to General Amherſt, and Lord Colville, demanding troops, 
intending at all events to cover their landing, and in the 
mean time ſteer'd for Placentia, where he found the Siren, 
Captain Douglaſs, expecting the enemy there; and there he 
moor'd his thip, and waited the approach of the enemy like- 
wiſe. But as they did not attack it, we may reaſonably 


concluce, the Antelope being there was the means of its 
preſervation, | 


+ + Theſe were four men of war ſent from England, 


When 
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Reſolv'd: they came, with wonted naval glow + 
But REIN nor ſaw the flying + foe. 


Now came the day the F rench thou'd fear 

- ttfalarms, | 

Our tars were rouz'd, our ſoldiers ruſh'd to arms 

Brave Colville, Graves *, Jarvis, and Douglaſs 
' roſe, 

And join'd with Britiſh zeal to meet our foes. 

They off St. John's appear'd, with fierce delight, 

In hopes they cou'd provoke the French to fight : 


The gallant Hallowell * from Boſton came, 
And join'd theſe heroes thirſting after fame. 


To 


when news arriv'd of the ſurrender of St. John's, which arri- 
ved juſt ſoon enough to congratulate Colonel Amherſt, Lord 
Colville, Captain Graves, &c. on their victory; (it being 
two days after they retook the place :) and to convince 
Monſieur Doſohnville, and Terney likewiſe, (had he ſt aid 
for conviction,) Britain had naval power enough at home, 
whenever ſhe choſe to ſend them, to' fruſtrate the Gallic 
ſchemes, and daſh the aſpiring hopes of France. 

 * * When the French arriv'd at Bay of Bulls, the Siren, 
a twenty gun ſhip, Captain Douglaſs, lay at Aquafort; a 
few leagues from thence : who ſail'd to Halifax, to acquaint 
Lord Colville of it, in the Northumberland, a ſeventy- four 
gun ſhip : and they were ſoon after join'd by the Antelope, 


a fifty. gun ſhi p, Captain Graves; who came out as gover- 
nor over the iſland. of Newfoundland, and as a convoy 
to a fleet bound to St. John's, &c. but had the good for- 


tune to be advertis*d of it off at ſea, It was not long be- 
fore they were join'd by the Goſport, a forty gun ſhip, 
Captain Jarvis; who came as a convoy to a fleet to ſome 
part of America. And they were likewiſe join'd by the 


King George, from Boſton, a twenty-ſix gun ſhip, of the 
_ Maſſa» 


h) - — > — 
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To theſe, (who now were terrors of the ſea,) 

An armed Schooner * fell an eaſy prey: 

Jarvis, and Hallowell *, reſolv'd advance, 

To ſeize their prey, and rouze the pride of France. 
This was the natal day * of Gallia's king, 

That this diſgrace —__ fix the deeper ſting. 


Tno' Terney ſwells with ids, and baffled rage, 
He dar'd not weigh with Colville to engage, 
Terney within, rejoic'd moſt ſafely moor'd ; 

Our tars without, in dreadful concert roar'd : 
| N +7 <0 


Maſſachuſetts colony, commanded by Captain Hallowell. 
Theſe being once join'd, made no delay, but with all poſ- 
ſible ſpeed, appear'd off St. John's, and boldly dar'd the 
French to battle. 


The ſloop in which I ſail'd, had leave to depart 


from St. John's, this day, (being the twenty-fifth of Au- 
guſt z which happen'd to be the birth day of Lewis XV. 
and juſt as we weigh'd anchor, we had a feu de joye, or in 
other words, a general diſcharge of cannon, and ſmall arms, 
of the French fleet and garriſon :) but in little odds of an 
hour, (we being ſcarcely out of gun ſhot from the fort on 
the hill,) appear'd in ſight, the five ſhips aforementioned, 
in chace of an armed French Schooner, ſent out, as I ſup- 
poſe, to ſee we did not go to any other part of the coaſt. 
The Northumberland, Antelope, and Siren chac'd us ; and 
the Goſport, and King George, chac'd the Schooner, cloſe 
into the ſhore, almoſt in reach of the guns of two forts in 
the narrows, and took her; and although the French had 
then a ſeventy-four, a ſixty- four, a thirty-ſix, a twenty-ſix, 
and the Gramont, a fourteen gun ſhip, with at leaſt three 
men to two, and the Northumberland, Antelope, and viren, 
were about three leagues diſtance, and partly fallen to lee- 
ward, yet they came not out with that advantage, to attack 
the Goſport, and King George, ſo near the harbour's mouth, 
and with a fair wind, and briſk gale to go out likewiſe. 
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Oft Colville came, on deſp'rate war intent, 

To Terney oft an iron greeting * ſent; 
Terney was deaf, and ev'ry naval Gaul, 

To Colville's roar, and glory's louder call. 
Burning for war, our tars almoſt preſume 
To ruſh on fate, and plunge acroſs + the boom, 
Tho? death itſelf denounces certain doom. 


Ar length drew near at hand the dreadful hour, 


The French once more ſhou'd feel Britannia's 


, eee | 
Tho? they eſcap'd the veng*ance of our tars, 
They cannot ſhun our fearleſs ſons of Mars. 
With quick diſpatch ſagacious Amherſt ꝓ warm'd, 


| With 


We remain'd on the coaſt fourteen days, after ſailing 
from St. John's ; and the people which came from thence, in- 
form'd us, that Lord Colville, or one of our men of war, 
work'd up every morning they could to the harbour's mouth, 
and fir'd a ſhot into the harbour, as a defiance; but would 
not rouze Terney to come out, and engage. 

+ There was acroſs the narrow entrance of the harbour, 
a Chain fix*d, about three inches and an half the links in 
circumference, faſten'd with a new eleven inch cable, and 
a boom, being three maſts, of about twelve or fourteen 
inches diameter, faſten'd together by tranſverſe croſſes of oak 
on both ſides, with large ſpikes, or bolts ; the croſſes about 


| fix inches ſquare; yet our ſailors ſeem'd anxious to tempt 


their fate, and ruſh into the harbour in ſpite of all oppoſi- 
tion, from five batteries, mounted with forty cannon, and 
five of the enemy's men of war; for I was on board the An- 


telope, and obſerv'd with what defire, all ſeem'd to wiſh to 


come to action, as was a merchant in our ſloop, on board 
the Northumberland, and obſerv'd the ſame. 


t t t The brave General Amherſt, ſenior of the two bro- 
thers, 
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With rapid ſpeed their troops + New Albion ſent, 
And emulation rouz'd the continent. | 


AMHERST the brave, with martial fury glow'd, 
To tread the path his gallant brother 4 trod. 
Two Caledonian chiefs *, in battle try'd, 

To glory's goal advanc'd, with warlike pride ; 

With Schuyler “fell, in honour's bed “, and 
nobly dy'd. 

| N 2 The 


chers, moſt worthily renown'd in war, and now commander 
in Chief of all his Majeſty's forces, on the continent, and 
there univerſally belov'd for his courteſy, and eaſineſs of 
acceſs ; ſo ſoon as he heard the news of the ſurpriſal of 
Newfoundland, and knew their numbers, with all imaginable 
ſpeed, collected the few forces which could be ſpar'd, which 
were as follows. The firſt corps, commanded by Major Su- 
therland ; conſiſting of the Grenadiers, and Light Infantry, 
of the Royals, and the Light Infantry of Montgomery, and 
one Battalion Company. The ſecond corps, commanded by 
Captain Gualy ; conſiſting of five compleat companies of 
the forty-fifth regiment. The third corps, commanded by 
Lieutenant Colonel Winſlow ; conſiſting of four hundred 
Provincials, belonging to the Maſſachuſetts Bay Govern- 
ment, The fourth corps, commanded by Captain Macdo- 
nald, of Fraſer's regiment, conſiſting of recover'd men from 
New York, who came there fick from Martinico. The fifth 
corps, commanded by Captain Maxwell, of Amherſt's re. 
giment, were the ſame, The ſixth corps, commanded by 
Captain Barron, conſiſting of the Light Infantry Company, 
of the Maſſachuſetts Provincials. 
Lieut. Col. Amherſt, commander in chief. 

| Lieut. Col. Tullikin, ſecond in command, 

Capt. Campbell, Major of Brigade. 

And Capt. Clarke, Aid de Camp. 

* * * Theſe were Captain Mackenzie, Captain Macdo- 


nald, and Lieutenant Schuyler of Macdonald's Company. 
Captain 


180 WAR: An Heroic Poem. 


The gallant Winſlow *, Barron &, Weſſon * live, 
T*enjoy the thanks which grateful thooſunds give; 
With all who fought, at honour's glorious call, 


To pluck this iſland from th'exulting Gaul. 


Thus from this northern quarter of the world, 
Britannia's vengeful bolt was fiercely hurl'd : 

Small danger trom the continent they fear'd, 

*Till they th'American loud thunder heard. 


Now they approach the friendly + hoſtile ſhore, 
And land amidſt the Siren's F dreadful roar : 
| Thro' 


Captain Mackenzie receiv'd his mortal wound, attacking, 
and carrying that important paſs at Quitty Vitty; and 
Captain Macdonald had his leg broken, attacking, and car- 
rying Signal Hill ; where Lieutenant Schuyler, taking the 
command of the company, after Captain Macdonald fell, 
was ſhot dead. 

* * Colonel Winſlow, of the Maſſachuſetts Provinci- 


als, for his gallantry, and good behaviour, in the reduc- 
tion of St. John's, in Newfoundland, receiv'd the thanks 


of his Excellency, the governor, council, and repreſenta- 
tives, at Boſton; with a nemine contradicente. Captain 
Barron, of Concord, and Lieutenant Weſſon of Brookline, 
of his corps, were the two Provincial officers, which, with 
the intrepid Captain Macdonald, and Lieutenant Schuyler, 
firſt advanc'd, paſs'd the French guards, aſcended that dan- 
gerous hill, above Quitty Vitty, twice attack'd their main 
guard, or main corps, and drove them headlong to the 
garriſon : about ſix hundred of nn, veteran grenadiers of 
France. 

. + Newfeundland was at this time, in n poſſeſſion both of 
the Engliſh and French, and even 3 in particular, 
where we landed. | 

The Siren, Captain Douglas, ha the landing of 
eur troops, in three diviſions, Firſt, Captain Macdonald" 3 

| and 
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Tho- dangers, and defiles, they boldly ſped, 
{And emulation chac'd deſponding dread, ) 
The French oft ſkirmiſh'd, and as oft they fled, 


Wirz rocks and trees inclos'd on either hand, 
At Quitty Vitty * Frenchmen made a ſtand : 
Amherſt drew near t' attack th*advanced guard, 
Reſolv'd no danger ſhou'd his march retard: 

| N 3 Mackenzie's 


and Maxwell's Janded ; next, Major Sutherland's, and Cap- 
tain Gualy's ; and laſtly, the Provincials. The French fir'd 
on the boats, wounded three men ; Macdonaid's corps land- 
ed, ruſh'd into the woods, and the French inſtantly. retreat- 
ed, not waiting for a ſecond fire: our. troops had about 
eight or nine miles to march through the woods, 10 
Quitty Vitty. Captain Macdonald's Light Infantry ad- 
vanc'd in front; the enemy harraſs'd them ſometimes, in 


their march: but were as oft repuls'd, or taken; and our 


troops ſill advanc'd, with a firm reſolution, towards St. 
. John's. | 

* * Quitty Vittv is itſelf a defile, and {o ſurrounded 
with rocks, trees, hillocks, and ſmall pits in the earth, as 
renders it by nature tenable againſt a much ſuperior num- 
ber, and makes it very fit for a dangerous ambuſcade ; and 
this is to be obſerv'd, the advancing enemy muſt march a 
long way, in fight of the ambuſcaded foe, and expos'd to 
their fire. Here the French had about three hundred men 
ſtation'd ; but our light troops, with their wonted intrep1- 
dity, began the attack, ſuſtain'd by the main corps, and 
regulars; and Provincials, full, of the ardour they had ſo 
often ſhown, and bought their victory, with the loſs of the 
gallant Captain Mackenzie, who here recciv'd his mortal 
wound. Lieutenant Fitz Simmons, with a few grenadiers 
of the Royals, got poſſeſſion of a hill oppoſite the enemy, 


at Quitty Vitty; as did Lieutenant Nowland, with abcut. 


twenty more of the Royals, take poſſeſſion of another poſt 
| near 
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Mackenzie's ſoul no terrors diſcompoſe ; 
Onward he ruſh'd “ amongſt his hidden foes : 
Defiance fierce the Caledonians frown'd : 
And trod *midit dang'rous ambuſcades around : 
The Regulars advanc'd, without diſmay, 


March'd the ſame dang rous, wee, glorious 


way: 

Each brave Provincial band th'example fir'd, 
All join'd, all fought, and ſoon the foe retir'd. 
A fatal wound, the ball commiſſion'd gave, 
And ſent Mackenzie to the ſilent grave. 


ALTHo* this great important paſs was gain'd, 
Still unattack'd the rugged hill remain'd; 
Such its poſition, it requir'd no art, 
To ſtrike a terror to the boldeſt heart : 
Hills, rocks, and trees, in rude diſorder lay, 
And ambuſcades lin'd all the dang'rous way: 
Here fix'd Belcombe “, the reſolute, and bold; 
This nat'ral fort with choſen troops to hold : 
They throng'd by hundreds to this ſhelt*'ring wood, 
Their main corps on the rocky ſummit ſtood : 
But what can ſhock our dauntleſs ſons of war ? 
Or Britain's fourfold reſolution bar? 
As 


near him : they both were of great uſe in - Ulodging the 
French from that poſt. 

* Monſieur Belcombe, was Lieutenant General of the 
French; a bold, enterpriſing man; a good ſoldier, had ſeen 
a great part of the Canadian war, gain'd much experiences 
in many ſkirmiſhes, and had often fac'd death, and dan- 
ger; and he had here with him near four hundred of the 
Prime troops. 
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As dangers riſe they ſeem to grow more warm, 
As if they wrought by ſympathetic charm. 
Of this a deſp'rate inſtance now appear'd, 
(Cou'd ne'er be truly ſaid the Britons fear'd;) 
With one conſent and animated will, 


They trod the baſe of this ſtupendous hill. 
Macdonald * bold the craggy paſſage gain'd 


By Barron *, Schuyler *, Baillie * well ſuſtain'd, 
O' er rocks and trees they climb'd ſcorning baſe 
fear, 


By Tullikin “ ſupported in the rear. | 

Gigantic danger ＋ in that entrance frown'd, 

Nocturnal terrors throng'd the mountain round, 
N 4 A. 


„The attack of the hill was carried on in this 
manner. Two officers, guards from the firſt and ſecond 
corps, one hundred and fifty of Macdonald's and Barron's 
headed by his Lieutenant Weſſon likewiſe, all under the 
command of Lieutenant Colonel Tullikin, They began to 
advance at twelve o'clock at night, whilſt it rain'd very 
hard, and render'd the attack ſtill more deſperate. Captain 
Macdonald was in the center, Captain Barron on the right 
flank, and Lieutenant Schuyler on the left flank, and Cap- 
tain Bailie likewiſe headed ſome of the Royals, Colonel 
Tullikin commanded in the rear to ſupport the attack. 

+ + Our troops made their advances through a very rug- 
ged ſteep and rocky aſcent, which was attended with ex- 
treme danger, when defended on the top as it was by the 
French. But Captain Macdonald, Captain Bailie, Captain 
Barron, and the Lieutenants Schuyler: and Weſſon, &c. ad- 
vanc'd upon them with a halloo, in imitation of an Indian 
whoop, receiv'd their fire ſeveral times as they advanc'd 
and return'd it, advancing on the main corps of the French 
with fixed bayonets, who fir'd and retreated, ours ruſh'd on, 
flew face to face, put them to the rout, and drove them down 
the hill. Here Captain Macdonald receiv'd a dangerous 

wound, 
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A gloomy horror or its ſummit low'r'd, 


And down the clouds their liquid þ torrents pour'd 
A prelude to the ſtorm which over head 


Soon after roar'd in pond'rous ſnow'rs of lead. 


Still clamb'ring on, they ſoon the ſummit gain'd, 
Where Belcombe, and his corps, the ſhock ſu- 
ſtain'd: | 
Ev'n face to face, to charge the French they came, 
And onward ruſh'd in ſmoke and ſulph'rous flame: 
Deſerted by the braveſt of his band, 
Not long Belcombe the furious charge cou'd ſtand 
He frowning turn'd, and with reluctance fled, 
And down the craggy ſteep he ſlowly ſped ; 
Lagg'd in the rear“, and tho? he firſt gave way, 
He oft times begg'd his flying troops to ſtay : 
| Ta 


wound, which prov'd mortal; Lieutenant Schuyler was 
kill'd, with three or four more; Captain Bailie wounded 


with eighteen more, and the French General Belcombe 


was wounded in ſeveral places; a captain of the French 
grenadiers, with many of them kill'd. Here plainly ap- 
pear'd the intrepidity of our troops ; for they had ſeveral 
ambuſcades to paſs, many poſts to carry, and had at laſt 
the main corps to diſlodge from a ſuperior rocky eminence. 
* 2 * Juſt after the French firſt gave way, Monſieur 
Belcombe rally'd them, as well as he could, and made a 
halt, ſuſtain'd by ſome, which advanc'd from the garriſon ; 
but our troops which had gain'd the ſummit, (with the ſame 
unabated alacrity, and ardour, like eagles after their prey, 
darted down the hill upon them, and roll'd them headlong 
to the garriſon, And as I have ſeveral times been in that 
hill, I know the ſteepneſs of its aſcent, at ſome places; 
the ſlight root ſome trees have on the declivity, the looſe- 
neſs of the earth and ſtones, I am very ſenſible, five or fix 
hundred men flying in — and the like number 
chacing 
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To ſuccour them, freſh Gallic troops advance, 

Six hundred of the grenadiers of France; 

They halted now“, and ſeem'd to grow more bold, 

But down the hill Britannia's thunder roll'd, 

And in that ſtorm, her thunderbolts of war, 

Repell'd the French, and bore down ev'ry bar 

In headlong flight the troops tumultous grow, 

And Gauls, _ diſlocated rocks “, roll down be- 
low. 

Towards the fort they fled, but ſuch the place, 

*T was bad to flee, and difficult “ to chace. 

Macdonald here receiv'd a dang'rous wound, 

Lamented fell, with love and honour crown'd. 


THe cohorn batteries were quickly made, 
And platforms for the batt'ring cannon laid; 
Whence on the garriſon their ſtorm they dealt, 
The martial ſhock theſe bold invaders felt : 

Both parties fiercely fought on victory bent, 
And murd'ring bombs, and daſhing balls were ſent: 
Our troops upon the French deſtruction pour'd, 
And ſhot, and ſhells, in Britiſh thunder ſhow'r'd. - 
Whilſt theſe on ſhore engag'd in deſp'rate fight, 
Terney premeditated ſhameful flight : 
A bluſt ring gale had Colville's purpoſe croſt, 
And drove our fleet far diſtant from the coaſt : 
Silent as death, the mean attempt he made, 
By fog befriended, and nocturnal ſhade ; 

| With 


chacing them, they muſt ruſh preci pitately over each other, 
pluek up ſmall trees by the roots, ſpurn the looſe rocks from 
their places, and men, guns, rocks, and trees, roll promiſ- 
cuouſly down together. | 
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With pannic ſtruck, and full of anxious dread, 
His cables cut *, and in confuſion fled. 
Now Doſohnville grew warm, his troops grew bold 
Their ſtorm againſt the Britiſh forces roll'd : 
Altho' deſerted by their daſtard tars, 
They prov'd themſelves true gallant ſons of Mars: 
For battle Ferguſon +, and Godwin burn'd, 
And treble intereſt + to the French return'd : 
The bombs by hundreds flew, and Britiſh balls, 
And to ſubmiſſion + brought theſe choſen Gauls : 
Amherſt to them ſuch terms $ as conq'ror gave, 


Which honour'd Britain's arms, and Britiſh warri- 


ors brave. 


* Such was Monſieur Terney⸗ s haſte to be gone, that he 
cut his cables, and left the anchors, -and even the boats 
which tow'd them out ; and left likewiſe, about nine hun- 
dred of his troops on * The priſoners tak en as follows: 
1 Col. 1 Lieut. Col. 13 Capt. 13 Lieut. 4 Enſigns, 27 Serj. 
45 Corp. 40 Sub- corp. 12 Drummers, and 533 Fuzileers: 
Total 689, and about 200 loſt in the ſeveral ſkirmiſhes. 

++ + Capt. Ferguſon commanded the artillery, and Mr. 
Godwin was Lieut. of the ſame ; and on Sept. 17 at night, 
open'd a mortar battery, with one 8 inch mortar, 7 cohorns, 
and 6 royals. 'The enemy fir'd briſkly from the fort, and threw 
ſeveral ſhells: but ſo well was our artillery ſerv'd, that in a 
few hours, they ſent zoo ſhells : which with true Britiſh rhe- 
toric, peculiar to our artillery, and with cogent arguments, 
(moſt aptly ſuited for conviction) and wrapp'd up in a fiery 
eloquence, ſoon convinc'd theſe polite Gallic gentry it was 
high time to think of capitulation, leſt a Caledonian ſteely 
argument ſhould be added for farther conviction. 

$ The garriſon ſurrender'd on the 18th of Sept, priſoners 
of war, and to be ſent to France, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


RITAIN's thunder rolling againſt Ma- 

nilla. Some thoughts of exultation, caus'd: 
by reflecting on the gallantry of our troops and 
cars... I * arrival on the Luconian coaſt, under 
the command of Admiral Corniſh, and General 
Draper. The town and garriſon ſummon'd: de- 
fiance ſent back. The Archbiſhop Arzpo's ſpeech, 
to animate the ſoldiers and ſavage Pampangans. 
Our deſcent, and raking poſſeſſion of the Hermita 
Church, near the town. F ive hundred ſeamen ſent 
on ſhore, as a battalion, with the Captains Collins, 
Pitchford, and Ourry. Four hundred Spaniards 
ally, but are repuls'd precipitately. A ſecond ſum- 
mons ſent to the town and garriſon : defiance fent 
back. Mortar and cannon batteries, and platforms 
made, to carry on a bombardment and cannonade 
againſt them. A flag of truce ſent out, to demand 
the governor's nephew, which had been taken pri- 
ſoner ; and granted. Lieutenant Fryar, and the 
Spaniard, murder'd, by a party of Spaniards and 
Indians, which made a ſally at the ſame time, as 
they advanc'd toward the town. Our troops ruſh 
on them, and give no quarter to the Savages. A 
ſtorm of wind and rain for two days, Parallels 
and batteries {till going on. The Archbiſhop per- 
iwading the Spaniards and Indians, that our forces 


would 


188 The ARGUMENT, 


would be deſtroy'd by an angel from the Lord, 


like the hoſt of Sennacherib againſt Jeruſalem, 


A ſally made by a thouſand: Savages, on the can- 
ronment of the ſeamen, who receive them bravely 
and firmly, held them at bay, till break of day, 
and then by the aſſiſtance of Col. Monſon and Capt. 


Fletcher, drove them in confuſion before them, and 


kilPd three hundred. The Spaniards, with ſome 


Indians make another fally immediately; but are 


ſoon repuls'd with great loſs, by Captain Fletcher, 
and Major Fell. Major Barker's battery makes a 


practicable breach. The laſt general ſtorm of the 


forts and town: our troops and tars ruſhing furi- 


oufly over the ramparts, forcing their way thro' 


blood and carnage, ſurrounded on every fide with 
danger, and oppos'd by thronging thouſands of 


deſperate Spaniards, and Pampangans ; yet they, 


at the ſame time, mounting on the neck of dan. 
ger, ſtaring deſtruction calmly in the face; and 


like an inundation bearing down all oppoſition be- 


fore them. The loſs of the gallant Major More, 
at the Royal Gate, transfix'd by an arrow from a 


Pampangan bow. Our forces ruſhing into the 


grand ſquare, amidſt a ſhower of fhot, arrows, 
and javelins, driving Spaniards and Pampangans 
before them, headlong into the river; and at 
length, taking poſſeſſion of the - citadel,” forts, 


and town. 
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BOOK X. 


— UBA ſubdu'd, the Spaniards 1 in 
"> ſurpriſe, 

Againſt Manilla Britain s thunder 

| flies, 

What can preſerve the countleſs 
NESS > wealth of Spain? | 

What pow'r the ſhock of Britain's war ſuſtain ? 

Our troops, and tars, they wou'd almoſt preſume 

To ſtorm a town amidft infernal gloom : 

Moſt fiercely pleas'd on danger's neck they ride, 

And woy'd the triple headed“ dog beſtride: 

Their freeborn valour's hard to be withſtood, 

Their triple union never was ſubdu'd. 


As 
Cerberus, porter of hell gates, (as the poets ſay) in the 
infernal regions, 
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As of the dread Leviathan of old, 

So may be ſaid of England's warriors bold: 
Obdur'd their hearts in fight, as northern ſteel ; 
No palpitating tremor can they feel: 

Who dares to rouze their mighty dormant rage? 

What equal number dares in fight engage ? 

By few well equalPd ! and o'ermatch'd by none, 


In glorious death they ſmile, and ſcorn to give a 


CornisH, and Draper gallantly combine, 
To carry on this hazardous deſign; ; 
Soldiers, and ſailors, animated came, 

Manilla claim'd in mighty Gzoxce's name : 


 Arzpo “ reply'd, with an indignant frown, 

Go, tell the Britons, I'll defend the town 3 
Who, (&er they ſhall be ſtiled conq rors here,) 
Muſt fight their way, and buy their vict'ry dear. 
He animates his troops, (on war intent,) 

And fierce | Pampanga her ten + thouſand ſent 
With bows, and lances arm'd they fiercely fought; 
(Whoſe rugged fouls ne'er felt a tender thought.) 


a | He 


* Arzpo, was both archbiſhop and governor of Manil- 
la, and Captain-general of the Philippines ; being a com- 
pound of the preacher and warrior, 

+ + The following is an extract from Mr. Draper's let- 
ter. Their own garriſon of eight hundred' men of the 
Royal Regiment, under the command of the Marquifs of 
Villa Medianna, Brigadier General, was augmented by 3 
body of ten thouſand Indians, from the province of Pam- 
panga, a fierce and barbarous people. 
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He ſent them forth, Manilla's walls to guard, 
Watch our deſcent, and ev'ry danger ward. 


0 rouze their ſouls to war, bold Arzpo cries, 


My fellow countrymen ! my good allies |! 

Now is your time to win immortal fame! 

Prove yourſelves worthy of a Spaniard's name; 
Compar'd with ours, the Britiſh force is“ ſmall ; 
But then remember they have conquer'd Gaul; 


Nay more, (with great ſucceſs their arms to crown, ) ) 


Have Cuba ſeiz'd, and flung the Moro down ; 
Which we impregnable have ever thought : 

(But there Britannia's dreadful worthies fought !} 
As we've already heard, they come from far, 


With vict'ory fluſh'd, and much renown'd in war 


Rough hardy troops, and tars, for conqueſt born, 
Whoſe mighty ſouls grim death and danger ſcorn ! 


With minds ſerene, they ſtorm each hoſtile place, 


And calmly look deſtruction in the face! 

For this I loud proclaim their martial fame, 

To blow Caſtilian honour into flame | 

My friends, and ſoldiers brave, ſuch honour's ours, 
If we repel theſe bold invading pow'rs; 

Whilſt they return with diſappointed ſhame, 

We ſhall ſtand foremoſt in the liſt of fame : 

Let me once lee their forces overthrown, 

What plunder you can ſeize ſhall be your own. 
But will not this make ev*ry foldier bold, 


They come to take your wives, your wealth, your 


gold 
To 


Our whole force for the operation on ſhore, ſoldiers, 
ſailors, marines, and auxiliaries, did not amount to twenty- 
five hundred effective men. 
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To ſtrip our altars, and perhaps, (with ire, )- 

To doom our hoſt of ſaints to flaming fire. 
Where ſhall we kneel ? to whom bow down our 

head ? | | 

When all our facred confidence is fled. 

Perchance, fo high will riſe their hoſtile ſpleen, 
That they'll pluck down our ſweet cceleftial queen! 
And lay her dazzling glory in the duſt : F, 
In whom we all confide with firmeſt truft. 
Remember this; and then no more I crave : 
Fight to preſerve what you already have; 
Prove yourſelves men, ſome glorious efforts make 
What Spaniards hold moſt * dear, is now at ſtake. 


Mzan while, our ſoldiers glow'd for deſp'rate 
war, e 

And emulation rouz'd each Britiſh tar. 
Tho? vet'ran Spaniards, horſe + and foot appear'd, 
Britannia's ſons no threat'ning dangers fear'd : 
Tho' two rough + elements for Spain engag'd, 
Tho' wind and water, in a tempeſt rag'd ; 
Altho' by waves the + boats on ſhore were thrown, 


In pieces daſh'd, their powder uſeleſs grown ; 
| Tho 


Wives, gold, &c. 

+ + The frigates; Argo, Captain King; Seahorſe, 
Captain Grant, and Seaford, Captain Peighin, cover'd the 
deſcent. The center diviſion of the boats for the operation 
on ſhore, was commanded by General Draper ; with Lieu- 
tenant Colonel Scott, Adjutant General. The right, by 
Major More, and the left, by Colonel Monſon, Quarter- 
maſter-general, but from the ſhips to the ſhore, they were 


under the prudent and ſkilful guidance of Captain Parker 
2 f 9 
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Tho? fierce Pampangans lin'd the ſwarthy ſhore, 
They land in flame, and Britain's naval roar, 
They form'd, and onward march'd, in firm array; 
And ſeiz d a fort which near Manil/a lay: 
Advancing ſtill towards the deſtin'd place, 

They fix'd their poſts within a nearer * ſpace. 


Five hundred gallant + tars, under command; 
Of Collins; Pitehford, Ourry, ſpeed to land, 
Quick metamorphos'd, (with a vaſt delight,) 
Soldiers commenc'd, at any rate to fight. 

A ſally now four hundred Spaniards made, 
And on our flank began a cannonade; 
Monſon and Carty, full of courage roſe, 
And ran to battle with our Spaniſh foes, 


0 Who 


7 


of the Grafton; Mr. Kempenfelt, the Admiral's Captain, 
and Captain Brereton of the Falmouth. The enemy af- 
ſembled in great numbers, both horſe and foot, to oppoſe 
the deſcent.; but a briſk fire from the frigates made them 
diſperſe; yet at the time of landing, a violent ſurf ariſing, 
many boats were daſh'd to pieces, And the arms and am- 
munition much damag' d. 


* * They firſt took poſſeſſion of the Malata, next ſe!z'd 
a fort the Spaniards had abandon'd. Next Colonel Monſon 
with two hundred took poſſeſſion of the Hermita Church, 
about nine hundred yards from the city. 


+ Theſe were a battalion of ſeamen, commanded by 
Captain Collins of the Weymouth, Captain Pitchford of 
the America, and Captain George Ourry of the Panther : 
and were of great ſervice in the ſiege as land forces, and 
much accelerated the reduction of the place. 


———— — 2 ee — — re -. 
— ——— —  —  — — — — 


194 WAR: An Heroic Poem. 
Who almoſt fled e' er well the fight began, 
With headlong * flight back to Manilla ran, 


A Fra of truce, a ſecond ſummons bore ; 
Arzpo reply'd as bravely as before, 
Who gains this place, moſt fiercely muſt contend; 
Fll to the laſt Manilla's walls defend: 
Numbers they had to fight, nor wanted will, 
Only deficient prov'd in warlike ſkill. 
As they reſolv'd to ſtand a cannonade, 
Our troops, and tars, a preparation made 


With ardour fir'd, inceſſantly they toil'd, 


Tho” inundations oft their labour ſpoil'd : 
Mortar and cannon batteries they form'd, 
From whence the town and garriſon they ſtormd 


Ar Arzpo's wiſh, the Britiſh batt'ries þ ceaſe, 
And grant the Spaniards intermitting peace z 
Corniſh conſents his nephew + to reſtore, 

And ſtraightway ſends his pris'ner to the ſhore ; 
As Fryar with the gallant Þ youth drew near 


Manilla's walls, the Spaniſh foes appear, 
| With 


* Colonel Monſon advanc'd againſt them, with three 
picquets of the ſeventy-ninth regiment, and an hundred 
ſeamen, to ſupport Enſign Carty, who had already begun. 
the ſkirmiſh, with ſome Seapoys under his command. The 
Spaniards fled ſo precipitately, that they left one of their 
geld pieces on the glacis. 

+ + The governor ſent out a flag of truce, to apologize 
for ſome barbarities committed by the Savages, who had 


murder'd ſome ſtraggling ſeamen ; and to requeſt, that a ne- 


phew of his, taken in the bay, might be ſet on ſhore ; which 


g&queit Admiral Corniſh comply'd with. 


Lt 4 I call him the gallant youth, as he was mortally 
i : wounded , 


. 
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With Indiens mix d, (the barb'rous ſlaves of Spain,) 

Who treat the flag of truce with rough diſdain: 

By theſe inhuman ſlaves, (inſpir'd from hell,) 

The Spaniard, and the luckleſs 4 Fryar fell 

Fiercely our troops advanc'd, in firm array, 

And treated them as ſavage beaſts of prey, 

With carnage great, reveng'd their overthrow, 

And ſpurn'd theſe fiends 1 u incarnate to the ſhadeg 
below. 


N ow rains deſcend, the lakes to torrents grew, 
The ſea ran high, a bluſt'ring * cempeſt blew, | 
Amidſt the rain, and roaring of the ſtorm, 

Our forces * parrallels and batt'ries form, 
Our ſeamen *, with their wonted vigour wrought, 
And heavy cannon to the batt'ries brought. 

O 2 To 


wounded, in endeavouring to ſave the General's ſecretary, 
Lieutenant Fryar: and by that means loſt his life. Our 
party bravely receiv'd their onſet, and repuls'd them; for 
it was a large party of Spaniards, and Indians, which then 
unluckily ſally'd out, to attack our ſecond poſt. The Bar- 
barians did not reſpe& Lieutenant Fryar's character, as a flag 
of truce, (held ſacred, by the moſt ſavage beſide them- 
ſelves,) but moſt inhumanely murder'd him, and mangled 
his body in a manner too ſhocking to mention. As it wag 
evident, that the Indians alone were guilty of this horrid 
piece of barbarity, our ſoldiers ſhew'd them no mercy. 

* * Oct. 1. and 2. the weather grew ſo tempeſtuous, 
that the whole ſquadron was in danger, and all communi- 
cation with it, (for near three days,) was cut off: the 
South Sea Caſtle ſtoreſnip parted her cables, and drove on 
ſhore : but was even there of great uſe, for Capt. Sherwood 


enfiladed the whole ſea beach to the fouthward, and kept in 
: awe 


— — — 
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To rouze his troops, and make his Indians 
bold, 

The governor * a tale deluſive told, 

A mighty * angel was from heav'n come down, 

To ſlay our troops, and fave the threaten'd town; 

For this ſole end, the dreadful ſtorm he rais'd, 


That angry juſtice might be well appeas'd : 


Nay ſhou'd this fail, their ſins for veng'ance call, 
By peſtilence, they*l] like th* * Aſſyrians fall. 
But who can paint their wonder, and diſmay |! 


When Britain's fleet at anchor ſafely lay, 


And Draper's cannon roar'd with awful noiſe, 
No Peſtilence in England's camp deſtroys! 


By rage inſpir'd, and diſappointed ſhame, 
Againſt our Lars, the rough Barbarians came. 
Unſtable 


awe a large body of Indians, who menac'd the Polveriſta, 
and our magazines at the Malata. Amidſt the deluge of 
rain, and the ſtorm of wind, the troops, and ſeamen, com- 
pleated a battery for the twenty-four pounders, and rais'd 
a mortar battery for the heavy ſhells, of ten, and thirteen 
inches; made a good parallel, and communication from 
the church to the gun battery; and eſtabliſh'd a ſpacious 
place of arms on the left of it, near the ſea, The roaring 
of the waves and wind, prevented the enemy from hearing 
the noiſe of our workmen in the night. They gave our. 
people no interruption ; but (as the weather was ſo very 
turbulent,) they ſeem'd to truſt entirely to the elements in 
ſuch a combuſtion. Vide General Draper's Letter. 
„The governor, who was the archbiſhop, gave out, 
that an angel from the Lord, was gone forth to deſtroy our 
forces, like the hoſt of Sennacherib. Thoſe who do not 


they 
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Unſtable as the waves or\ which they ride, 
Unſettled as the briny rolling tide; 

Tho' bred in tempeſt, nurs'd in bluſt'ring ſtorm, 
Firm as the Grecian phalanx, ſtraight they form. 
On ruſh'd the Savages * to cloſeſt fight, 

Of numbers proud, exulting in their might : 
The Savage ſhock, unbroken “, they withſtood, 
Fix'd as their native oaks in Britain's wood: 
Three hours “, old England's animated tars, 
Strove hard t'outvie Britannia's ſons of Mars: 

As day advanc'd, and warm th'encounter grew, 
Monſon, and * Fletcher, to the battle flew ; 
With barb'rous rage, the Savages advance, 

Each ſends his ſhafts, and wields a pond'rous lance ; 
A deſp'rate battle, now afreſh began, | 
Front clos'd with front, man ſtood oppos'd to 


man z 1 | 
2 Freedom, 


they will trouble the Bible ſo much,) the whole account 
of Sennacherib's expedition againſt Jeruſalem, in the thir- 
ty-ſeventh chapter of the book of Iſaiah. 

* * * * About three hours before day, ten thouſand In- 
dians attack'd the cantonment of the ſeamen. They were 
encourag'd to this attempt, by the inceſſant rains, expect- 
ing our fire arms would be uſeleſs. Their approach was 
favour'd by a great number of thick buſhes, which grew 
upon the ſide of a rivulet, which they paſs'd in the night, 
and by keeping cloſe, eluded the vigilance of the patroles. 
Upon the alarm, Colonel Monſon, and Captain Fletcher, 
were diſpatch'd with the Picquets, to the aſſiſtance of the 
ſeamen, who ſtood firm in their poſts, and were contented 
to repulſe them, till day-break, when a freſh Picquet from 
the ſeventy-ninth regiment appearing on the right flank of 
the Indians, they fled, and were purſu'd, lofing three hun- 


red of their men, Although arm'd chiefly with bows, ar. 
| rows 
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Freedom, and ſlavery, oppos'd, engage, 

For vict'ry tug, with emulating rage: 
Pampanga's ſons their deadly lances threw, 
Dy'd on the bay'nets, and their conq'rors flew : 
Thro' Britain's ranks, a rough reſentment ſpread, 
Onward they ſprang o'er growing heaps of dead; 
Vex'd to be bay'd, our tars with rough diſdain, 
Drove o'er their foes, in tumult thro? the plain. 


E'ER yet the * victors from the chace return'd, 
With indignation fierce, the Spaniards burn'd, 
With Savages, they ſtraight a party form'd, 
Ruſh'd from their walls, another * quarter ſtorm'd{ 
The ſudden onſet ſome advantage brought, 

Our troops * retir'd, and in confuſion fought * 

But ſoon collected, in a firm array, 

They fac'd the ſtorm, and held their foes at bay ; 
Fletcher, 


rows, and lances, they advanc'd up ta the very muzzles of 
our pieces, repeated their aſſaults, and died like wild beaſts, 
gnawing the bayonets. 

* * „O ur forces had ſcarce 8 breath, when ano- 
ther body of the Indians, with part of the Spaniſh gar- 
riſon, attack'd the church, No. 2. forc'd the Seapoys 
from their poſt, in it, took poſſeſſion of the top, kill'd, and 
wounded ſeveral of our people. The European ſoldiers 
maintain'd their poſt behind the church, with great firmneſs, 
and patience, and at laſt diſlodg'd the enemy, with the aſ- 


fiſtance of ſome field pieces, and the good conduct of Ma- 


jor Fell, field officer of the day ; Captain Fletcher, and 
other brave officers, ſent to their relief. We loſt in the 
two attacks, Mr. Porter, Lieutenant of the Norfolk, and 
Captain Strahan, of the ſeventy-ninth regiment, and about 
fifty men kill'd and wounded. The Spaniards left about 
three hundred and ſeventy dead behind them. 
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Fletcher, and Fell, to their aſſiſtance throng, 

And Britain's brazen thunder roll'd along; 

Full on th' aſſailing troops its fury fell, 

And filenc'd ſoon the fierce Pampangan yell: 

A cold diſmay thro? ev'ry boſom ſpread, 

They wheel'd, retreated, broke, and trembling fled: 
Pampanga's thouſands * fled the Britiſh rage, 
Sculk'd to their woods, nor dar'd again t engage. 


BAREK ER, inceſſant batt'ring bullets ſent, 
And thro' their walls a rugged paſſage rent; 
And now in turn, the Britiſn forces form, 
To mount the breach, and give a general ſtorm. 
Ruſſel +, in front, intrepidly appears, 
Who led on ſixty Britiſh volunteers: 
Next, More's ſ and Monſon's troops, in firm array, 
To ſhare the fame, and danger of the day 

- — 9 2 Next 


This was the laſt ſally, and moſt of their Indians be- 
ing diſcourag'd by their loſſes, return'd home; and there 
remain'd with the Spaniards about eighteen hundred, or two 
thouſand of them. 

+ + + + Lieutenant Ruſſel of the ſeventy-ninth regi- 
ment, led the way to this attack, with ſixty volunteers; 
ſupported by the grenadiers of that regiment. The engi- 
neers, with the pioneers, and other workmen, follow'd, to 
make lodgments, ſhould the enemy be ſtrongly intrench'd 
in the gorge of the baſtion, Colonel Monſon, and Major 
More, were at the head of two grand diviſions of the ſe- 
venty-ninth regiment, The battalion of the ſeamen, ad- 
vanc'd next, ſuſtain'd by the other two diviſions of the ſe- 
venty-ninth regiment, and the company's troops clos'd the 
rear. The wind blew directly upon the town, and they all 
Tuſh'd on to the aſſault, under cover of a thick ſmoke, —_ 

| | Gon 


200 WAR: An Heroic Poem. | 
Next theſe, our new form'd naval + troops ape 
pear, | | 

Alert with ſpirit, ignorant of fear, 

Whom no impediment can ſcarce reſtrain, 

From ruſhing foremoſt on the ſons of Spain: 

And in their rear, drawn up in order ſtrong, 

Mercantile + troops to battle march'd along : 

Like light'ning, from a cloud of Engliſh ſmoke, 

With ſudden fury on the forts they broke; 

With mighty rage, bore all reſiſtance down, 

And ruſh'd impetuous thro? the ſtubborn town : 

For blood, and ſlaughter, ev'ry boſom rag'd, 

Spurr'd by deſpair, the Spaniſh troops engag'd ; 

Britannia's troops, and tars, with fixed thought, 

For England's fame, and warlike honour fought: 

Pikemen * *gainſt lancemen , in the battle drove, 

With fierce diſdain, for bloody vict'ry ſtrove : 

Bay'nets *gainſt bay'nets, in rough ſkirmiſh clos'd, 

With hoſtile pride, each other firm oppos'd : 

Archers and fuzileers together met, 

Beſpatter'd o'er with blood, and duſt, and ſweat; 

The gallant More þ receiv'd a fatal blow, 

| Sent from the ſtring of a Pampangan bow : 

Our tars ruſh'd on, in wonted diſarray, 

Thro' Spaniards and a hew'd their way! 
| From 

cafion'd by a doi diſcharge of our cannon, and mortars ; 


which was the ſignal for the attack. They all mounted the 
preach, with amazing ſpirit and rapidity. 1 

*The Engliſh officers. 

+ Spanith Pampangan auxiliaries. | 

t Major More was transfix'd by an arrow, from: an Indian 
pow, near the Royal Gate. 


hh, 


WW 


lads | nt a * 6. ws FY 2% [WY 4.4 


WAR: An Heroic Poem. 201 


From lofty domes, in rich Manilla's town, 

Shot, arrows, lances, in a ſhow'r came down: 
Acroſs the ſtreets, the vet'ran Spaniards form'd 
And flow retreated, as the Britons ſtorm'd, 
Who drove the Spaniards, and their Savage ſlaves, 
From Terra firma, to their wat'ry graves ; 

They could not bear the glitt'ring ſteely gleam 3 
But hid their heads beneath the rapid ſtream. 
To ſue for peace, Arzpo at length inclin'd, 

The citadel, and forts, to GEORGE the Third re- 
ſign'd. 


The greateſt reſiſtance they met, was at the Royal Gate, 
and from the galleries of the lofty houſes, round the grand 
Qquare. They put an hundred of the Spaniards and Indi- 
ans to the ſword, who would not ſurrender, in the guard 
houſe over the Royal Gate, and drove about three hundred 
more into the river, which was deep, and rapid, who were 
drown'd in attempting to croſs it. The governor, and prin- 
cipal officers retir'd to the citadel : but ſurrender'd as priſo- 
ners at diſcretion ; and to pay four millions of dollars, as a 
ranſom for the whats place ; two milli ons to be paid imme- 
diately, and the other half, in the time agreed upon. Cape 
tain Dupont of the ſeventy-ninth regiment with an hun- 
dred men, took poſſeſſion of the citadel, a 


End of BOOK K. 
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A Satyrical, exulting Addreſs to Liwis 
Le Grand; alias Le Petit; on the 
Loſs of his Ships, Fort, Tombe, and 
Iſlands, &c. in the two wars. 


2 

OME Clio, ſweet muſe ! 

4 Let's ſing as we uſe, 
And the victories naval repeat; 

How Boſcawen, and Hawke, 
Did the French Monarque baulk, 

And his ſchemes of invaſion defeat! 

Brave Boys, &c. 


II. 


Let us mention 'em all, 
That e' er fought againſt Gaul; 
Or elſe of their conqueſts let s ſing; 
And merrily reckon, 
The ſhips they have taken, 
Which fight now for Great Britain's King. 
| Brave Boys 


III. 


 » Wy 
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Now Lewis! thou'rt vext, 
Nonplus'd, and perplext ! 
And frer'ſt like a man in a bog! 
For thy ill fate prevails ! 
And thy confidence fails! 
I mean in the Don (a), and the Frog (5). 
Brave Boys. 


IV. 


The two (c) Brothers royal, 
Oppoſers deſtroy all; 
And (a) Brunſwick, and Edward (d) are arm'dꝭ 
The black (e) Eagle, and (f) Lion, 
Their prey fiercely fly on, 
And France and her friends are alarm'd! 
Brave Boys? 


V. 
Tho' the Gauls call thee great, 
How wilt thou ſhun fate? 


(Which threatens, ) deſerted by (g) Mars! 
From 


(a) The Spaniards, 
(5) The Dutch. 


(e) Frederick III. King of Pruſſia; __ Prince Henry, 


Hereditary Prince of Pruſſia. 

(4) (4) George the Third, King of Great Britain: and 
His Royal Highneſs, Prince Edward, 

(e) The black Eagle, is the Pruſſian arms. 

J) The Lion, being the Hieroglyphick for Great Bri- 
tain, and ſometimes for the King, I take the liberty to call 
Our troops, and tars, the Lion. 

(2) Le Mars, a ſeventy-four gun ſhip, we took: and 
Mars is call'd among the ancient poets, the God of Battle. 
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From thee he is torn; 
And thy (5) Di'monds are worn, 
By the Britiſh brave reſolute tar! 
„% Brave Boys. 
VI. 
Thee, thy (i) Panther aſſails, 
And with teeth, and with nails, 
*Tis Lewis he now will affright ! 
The maſtiffs of Britain, 


Moſt fiercely he ſet on, 
And found em ſuperior | in might. 


118 ave Boys. 


1 need not repeat, | 
Th' (&) Invincible's beat! 
Thou know'ſt it already full well: 

Thy pride muſt come down, 
For Groxcx has thy (J) Renown! 
A true tale moſt unpleaſing I tell. 


VIII. 


* 


Y Le Diamond, L'Efcarboucle, Le Rubie, L' Emerauld, 
four French men of war, we took. 


(i) A French man of war, we took. 
() L'Invincible, taken by us, which means, The Une 
conquerable. 

() Le Renomme, a wih man of war, t by j and in 
Engliſh, Renown, 


Brave Boys. 


„ tm», ju 
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VIII. 
Le () Fidele, from thy coaſt, 
And thy ſervice is loſt ; 
And inveterate enemy's grown : 
Thee the (2) Hornet did ſting, 


And then ſtretch'd on full wing, 


With CUI, to Old England is flown; 
Brave Boys, 


. ‚ 1 HL I ng 
% m—_ 
2 
- EEE CO EO 
— 


Thy (o) Neptune chang'd tides, 
And to Great Britain glides! 
And (ↄ) Severn roll'd back to his courſe; 
They may roll back once more, 
To ſweep all the French ſhore, 
And make a bad matter much worſe, 
| ht Boys; 


| X. 
For Brunſwick our King, 
Thy (2) Merc'ry's on wing, 


Commiſſion'd to ſcour Gallic ſhores : 
L'Ardent 


n) Le Fidele, taken, in Engliſh, The Faithful. 

42) The Hornet, took from us, and retaken. 

(o) Le Neptune, a ſeventy-four gun ſhip, and the old 
poets call Neptune God of the Sea. Be 

() The Severn took from us, and re-taken: and Severn 
zs the name of a large river in England. 

() The Mercury, a French ſhip of war, taken: and Mer- 
cury is call'd the wipged meſſenger of the gods. 
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L'Ardent (r) gainſt thee turns, N 
And with Engliſh rage burns, 
From Great Britain's Ordonance ſtores. 
| Brave Boys. 


XI, 


Le (s) Bienfaicant too, 

Does thy ſubjects purſue, 

And all his good actions thou'ſt loſt : 

If e'er he ſhou'd chance, 

Io reviſit old France, 

He'll EN thro the French coaſt ! ? 
"Brave Bay. 


XII. 


Thy (4) Subtil knock'd under, 
To rhet'ric like thunder, | | 
Pour'd forth in a convincing tone 
Thus nonplus'd he ſtood, | 
His reaſons not good, 
To a nihil plus ultra brought down. 


Brave Boys, 
With a fierce mortal ſting, 
For Great Britain's King, 
Hermione's (#) ready t'engage; 
. She'll 


WE L' Ardent, taken; in Engliſh, Hot, fiery, butniag, &c. 
(s) Le Bienfaicant, a French ſhip of war, taken; in En- 
_ -vliſh, the Well Doer. | 
(t) The Subtil, was à French ſhip of war, taken. 
(z) L'Hermione, a French ſhip of war, taken: and the 
poets ſay, Hermione way turn'd to a ſerpent. Vide Ovid's 


Metamorphoſis. 


* ** 
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She'll great miſchief hatch, 
If ſhe meets a fit match, 
And hiſs with a ſerpentine rage ! 
Brave Boys; 


* 


XIV. 


Recall thy ſhips ſent, 
From the green element, 
Great GzorGE on the main will command: 
The Fierce (x), N "ty is warm'd, 
And is Terribly (x) arm'd 
*_w Le (x) 1 to ſhake Gallic land? 
2 Boys. 


XV. 


Obſerve me, and mark it; 

We've ()) Monmouth, and Carkett, 
Wbo roughly with Foudroyant dealte 
Againſt three ſnips of France, 

Tyrrel (z) dar'd to advance, 


And that the French Floriſſant felt. 
Brave Boys. 


XVI. 


(x) (x) (x) () Le Fougoux, Le Neptune, Le Terrible, 
and Le Trident. In Engliſh, the Fierce, Neptune, Terri. 
ble, and Trident : four French ſhips of war, taken by us, 
of ſixty- four and ſeventy-four guns: and the Trident is 
Neptune's ſymbol, or mark, of his being ſovereign of the ſea. 

Lieutenant Carkett, in the Monmouth, a ſixty- four 
gun ſhip, bravely maintain'd the fight, againſt the Fou- 
froyant, an eighty-four gun ſhip: (after the gallant, and 
much lamented Captain Gardner fell 4) and continu'd to 
_&ght her till ſhe ſtruck. 


(x) The gallant Captain Tyrrel, in the dai 
ought 


r 
. 
As well thou may'ſt ſmile, 


As frown on our Iſle, T 
We have Vigilant (a) friends along ſhore & Fe 
Our well aiming tars draw, | | 
Thy Celeſtial (4) bright Bow, H 
And drench their ſhafts deep in French gore. 2 
Brave Boys. 
The SECOND Parr. P 
XVII. Fi 
T HIS 8 thy ſmall 2 5 by 
When thy (c) Thunder ruſh'd forth, 
And fiercely thy F rench 0) Light ning 
burn'd lk 
To meet. thine England's flew, v 
And her bolts Monmouth threw, A 
And the claps and the flaſhes return'd ! Da 
Brave Boys. E 
Hs XVIII. A 
Fought the Floriſſant, an eighty-four, or ſeventy-four gun 
ſhip, and two frigates, and made all ſheer off, and had like 
to have taken the Floriſſant. # 
(a) Le Vigilant, taken; in Engliſh, Watchful. | 
(4) L'Arcenceil, taken; in Engliſh, Bow in Heaven, of 
Rainbow. 4 
(e (c) Le 8 in Engliſn, Thunder, ad Ligh- 1 


tening, or Thundring, and Lightning; an eighty- four gun 
: fp, with whom the * engag'd, and ſilenec d. 2 
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Thou no tia canſt boaſt, 
For thy Foudroyant's loſt, 
At which ev'ry hearer will wonder! 
His bolts flew no more, 
He ceas'd flaſhes and roar, 
And racitly heard Monmouth thunder ! 
. Boys. 


XIX. 


When we wou'd raze a town, 
Pull thy ſtrong bulwarks down, 
Or Gallia's thinn'd navy wou'd rend, 
From Great Britain ſtor'd, 
With her thunder on board, 
Thy own Foudroyant we can ſend. | 
Brave Boys. 
XX. 
With Great Britain's tars mann'd, 
Againſt him -who'll ſtand |! 
Whilſt Albion's loud thunder he rolls : 
He'll affright Gallic tars, - 
And with deep 'thunder ſcars, 
He'll rive, and confound all their fouls! 
: | Brave Boys. 


. 
Tho? in F rance thou art king, 
Like a bee without ſting, 


Thy humming will nothing avail ; 
; P 


Pp 
l 
| 
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Lewis ! look to thy throne; 
Let the Lion alone, 


Nor catch any more at his tall. 
| Brave Boys. 
XXII. | 
Whilſt Scotchmen can wield 
Their. broad ſwords in the field, 
By Hibernians, and Engliſh ſuſtain'd ; 
The triple alliance, 


May bid thee defiance, 


And the Lion will never be chain'd. 
Brave Boys. 


XXIII. 


Le Soleil (4), and L'Etoile (e, 
Were put to the foil, | 
And comet-like vaniſh'd in ave ! 


Thy ſcheme nought avail'd, 


For thy (J) ambuſcade fail'd, 


And ſubmitted in pannic amaze! 
Brave Boys. 


3 . XXIV. 


(4) Le Soleil; in Engliſh, the Royal Sun: the ſhip 


- Monſieur Conflans commanded, in Quiberon-Bay ; where 


ſhe ran aground before n Hawke, |. | me was after- 
ward burnt. a 


(e) L'Etoile; in Boglit, a Star blown up in an en- 


gagement: 


22 The Ambuſcade, a Frakch man of war, taken by us, 


[20 ] 
£ WR XXIV. 
Thy (g) Ocean is burn'd, 
The French Grand (5) Monarque' s turn'd 
To a friend, and our ally is grown | 
Le (i) Volant to Gzorct flew, 
With balls, powder, bombs too 
All this- we my (k&) modeſtly own. 
| Brave Boys; 
| XXV. 
Such diſaſters as theſe, 
If thow'lt ſtill uſe the ſeas, 
O' er thy navy confounded will roll; 
Tho' thy troubles are great, 
I've much more to repeat, 


Altho' it cuts deep as the ſoul. 
Brave Boys. 


2 XXVI. 


{z) The ſhip Ocean, Monſieur De Clue commanded, dri- 


ven on ſhore, by Admiral Boſcawen, in Lagos Bay, and | 


burnt. 


(4) Le Monarque, Pl French man of war, taken. | 


(i) Le Volant; in Engliſh, the Flyer, or to that purport ; _ 


a French man of war, taken; bound to Louiſhourg, with 
powder, bombs, and balls. 


By (4) La Modeſte, taken by Admiral Boſcawen, in . — 
ay. 


N 

4 

7 
. 


11 
| XXVI. 
_ We've ſunk thy Bien (J) Aime, 
Thy ſtout (m) Magnanime, 
0 A foe (2) Formidable is grown ! 
When Neptune ſhall roar, 
With Mars on thy ſhore, 


His e voice ſhall be n! ! | 
Brave Boys. 


XXVII. 


Danae, once, we are told, 

Had a ſhow'r (o) of bright gold; 
But worſe to thy Danae did hap: 

The two (9) Frigates did pour, 

An unwelcome hard ſhow'r 

Pl iron balls, into her lap. 


- 


Brave Boys. 


79 ern 


(7) Admiral Pocock, in the Eaſt Indies, drove the Bien 
Aime on ſhore, in one of the three engagements, in which 
Monſieur Dache fled from him. 5 


( Le Magnanime, a French man of war, of ſeventy- 
four guns, taken. 


(2) Le Formidable, the French Rear Admiral; taken by 
Captain Speke, in the Reſolution, in Quiberon-Bay. 


(o) The poets ſay, Jove deſcended in a ſhower of gold 
into Danae's lap, where ſhe was confin'd in a tower; we 
| took the Danae. 


(Y The Melampe, ang Southampton, 3 the Da- 
nae, and took her. 


L 2131 
FF 
L'Orphee (2) dins thine ears, 
'And with dread fragors ſcares, 


 _ Sent forth from his loud brazen lungs ; 
In diſſonant ſtrains, 


Thy hearing he pains, 
With ſixty (2) four troubleſome tongues. _ 
| | Brave Boys 


| . 
Cou'd de poſſibly wait, 0 
On a night at thy gate, 3 
| To ſerenade (r) Pompee, and thee; 
Such a ſtrain wou'd he play, * 
In the old Engliſh way, | 
As wou'd damp all the frolickſome glee. 
| Brave Boys. 


— — i... JP 


The THIRD PART. 


: | XXX. | 
T EWT1S! look to thy ſhore, 
For the Wolf's (5) at the door! 
The black (7) Eagle's watching for prey! 
F 2 i Let 


(gs) (2) e e a ſixty- four gun man of war, which 
mounted ſome braſs cannon; taken at the ſame time with 
the Foudroyant. The Engliſh name, is Orpheus; account- 
ed by the ancient poets, a great maſter of muſick; and ce- 
lebrated accordingly, | ; | 
(r) Madam Pompadour, the French king's miſtreſs. i 

(s) When I firſt wrote this, General Wolfe was living; 
an d it is a uſual ſaying, when danger's nigh, The wolf's 
at the door. | 

C) The Black Eagle, is the Pruſſian arms. 


14410 
Le thy navy all ride, 
The ftrong forts along ſide, 
And ſend em no more out at ſea: 
| ts Brave Boys, 
XXXI. 
For Old England can boaſt 
Of a Hawke on her coaſt, 
From whom the French cocks frighted run; 
He ftretch'd out his wing, 
For Great Britain's King, 
Echpſed the bright Gallic (2) Sun. 
Brave Boys, 


XXXII. 


Tho- (x) Superbe raſhly came, 
To ſupply with his flame, 
*Twixt Hawke, and Le Soleil was ſeen; 
Hawke beak'd at the foe, 
And roſe to the blow, 
And flung him upon a careen. 
3 MG | Brave Boys, 


XXXIII. 


7275 The next beak he gave, 


To 'a deep wat'ry grave 
He ſent French (x) Magnificence down; 


In 


(2) Le Soleil Royal: in Engliſh, the Royal Sun; the 
ſhip Monſieur Conflans commanded; which ſtood about 
one or two broadſides from Admiral Hawke, ran aſhore, 
and was afterwards burnt. 
& (x) Le pare, 2 French - ſeventy-four gun = 
whic 


5 bl 


5 AP bad „ -- 


hs lod op JTFC 
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In mighty diſmay, 
Conflans quickly gave way, 
And trembled when Hawke gave a frown ! 
Brave Boys. 


XXXIV. 


That Tonant ( y) was mute, 
Amidſt the diſpute, 
There's no room remains for a wonder. 
Carkett (y) ſometime before, 
On Hiſpania's ſhore, 


Had ſeiz d both his Lightning and Thunder. 
Brave Boys. 


XXXV. 
As De Clue, once before, 


On the Portugue ſhore, 
Fled away from the brave Boſcawen, 


Like a terrify'd brood, 


Of chickens purſu'd, 
When a Hawk ſouſes near, 
So they ſcatter'd in fear, 


And flutter'd up thro? the Villaine.! 
Brave Boys. 


P 4 „ 


which bore down gallantly between the two Admirals, to 
take the Royal George's ſire; and which ſhip, Admiral 
Hawke ſunk at two broadſides. The name in Engliſh is 
Magnificence, or Magnificent. 

(3) Le Tonant ; in Engliſh, the Thunderer, or 
Thundering, was in Quiberon Bay and ran away; and a 
Thunderer, without his thunder and lightning, makes a 
pitiful figure. Licutenant Carkett, commanded the Mon- 
mouth, after Captain Gardner fell, and took the Foudroyant. 


216 
XXXVI. 


On Great Britain's dread coaſt, 
What was warlike (z), thou'ſt loſt, 
*T will be hard to recover again ; 
For thy Belliqueux, much terrify'd grew 
When he met the miſhap, to ruſh into a trap, 
And was caught i in the fierce Lion's (a) den ! 
Brave Boys, 


XXXVIE -:;* 


The old Lion roars, 
And along the French ſhores, 

He ſends out his cubs for their prey : 
Thy ſhips once. again, 
They'll drive to Villaine, 

And ſweep uncontroul'd o'er the ſea ! 

Brave Boys. 
XXXVIII. 

In the midſt of the wars, 
Our fierce rough handed tars, 

Seiz d thy (5) delicate (c) Nymphs of the 
grove: 


9 


In 


(z) The Belliqueux: in Engliſh, the Warlike ; a French 
ſixty- four gun ſhip, was taken by the Antelope, when Ad- 
miral Hawke had chac'd and diſpers'd the French fleet off 
at ſea; and the Belliqueux came to anchor under the Iſle of 

Lundy, near the mouth of Briſtol channel. 

(a) As the. Lion is the Hieroglyphick for England, I call 
| the coaſt of England, the Lion's den. 

0) La Mignone, a French man of war, taken: in Eng- 
lfh, the Delicate. 

(c) La Diana, a Silvan goddeſs ; and à French man of 
war, call'd the Nymph, taken. 


127 ] 


In thy (4) Chariot they ride, 
Ofer the green briny tide, 
"MF the north (e) wind, and (V Bellona 


drove. 


Brave 1 


XXXIX. 


That e er thou ſhould'ſt ſcheme, 


| And of conqueſt ſhould'ſt dream, | 
By invaſion fo late in the ſeaſon , 1 j| 
| 


—— . 


There's no room for ſurprize, 
For here all the truth lies, 
Thou'ſt loſt thy (g) dear ( 9 Prudence i 

and (g) Reaſon ! 4 

5 Brave Boys. | 


XL. 
With a reſolute mein, 
And a martial diſdain, 
Like clouds that were loaded with thunder! 
Our fleet bore on thine, 
And diſorder'd their line, 
And ſcatter'd 'em widely aſunder 


Brave Boys. 
XLI - 


(4) A French man of war, call'd the Royal Chariot, 


taken, 
(e) L' an in \ Engliſh, the North wind. 


La Bellona, goddeſs of war; and Bellona, with the 
North Wind, may be properly uſed, to ſay they drive our 


fearleſs, matchleſs tars to battle. 
(2) (g (g) La Chere, Prudent, and Raifonnable ; three 


ſhips of war taken, In Engliſh, Dear, Prudent, and Rea- 
ſonable, or to that purpoſe, 


L 


Thy (5) Roſe hung its head, 
Thy King's (i) Fiſher's fled; | 
From the ſtalk thy white (E) Lilly i is torn ! 
(1) Renowned, Apollo (). 
With () Garlands did follow, 
Our heroic brave tars to adorn ! | 
| N | Brave Boys. 
XLII. 
We've a Pitt moſt profound ! 
Where thy policy's drown'd : 
There ſunk all thy towns, forts,. and i iſles ! 
He long'd for ſuch plenty, 
He ſwallow'd up (o) Twenty! 


Whilſt Britain victoriouſly ſmiles ! 
Brave 1 2 


XLII. 


I've no more to ſay, 
Than in Quiberon Bay, 

Cape Breton, Lagos, and the Streights ; 
South, 


(5) A French ſhip of war, taken. 

(0) Halcyon, taken; in Engliſh, King's Fiſher. 
(4) Le Lis, taken; in Engliſh, Flower-de-Luce. 
(7) Le Celebre, taken; in Engliſh, the Renowned. 
() A French ſhip of war, taken, call'd Apollo. 

© (#) A French ſhip of war, taken, -call'd the Garland. 


(%) During the ſucceſsful adminiſtration of the Right Ho- 
| nourable 
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South, Eaſt, North, and Weſt, 
Thy Flag (p) we've depreſt; 
Sunk, taken, and burnt all thy fleets 
Brave Boys. 


nourable, ſagacious, and reſolved Patriot, WILLIAM Prræ, 
Eſq; Great Britain made no leſs than twenty conqueſts, of 
forts, towns, and iſlands, and during his adminiſtration, (to 
Great Britain*s, Hawke's, Boſcawen's, Elliott's, and his own 
great honour) Conflans, De Clue, and Thurot were de- 
feated. 

(%) L'oOriflamme, ſunk on the coaſt of Spain by the 
Monarque and Montague; in Engliſh, the Royal Banner 
of France. | 


e dere e 


A Comic N 3 


Of the Tronkice of LEWIS XV. 


1 
E lovers of mirth, dreadful terrors of Gaul ! 
L T1 do my endeavour to pleaſure you all: 
J hope naval heroes, and heroes terrene, 


Will give an applauſe to my comical ſtrain, 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


II, 
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II. 


I fing truth, dada truth ! tho? the wit ſcanty be, 
Of Lewis Le Grand, alias Le Petit, 
Who coveted greatly to wear England's crown, 
But one * baffled, and fear'd for his own. 
„ &c. 


— 


III. 


In ſeventeen hundred and fifty five, 

The rancour of Gaul began to revive; 

Proud Lewis the fifteenth, with jealouſy ſtung, 

ß England had reſted from trouble too long. 
Derry, Ge. 

IV. 

He marſhal'd his armies, his navy he mann'd: 

(Pompadour, at Paris mighty projects had plann d) 

But before Port-Mahon was took by the Gauls, 


Ten thouſand Hr lay dead round the walls. 
Derry, ST: 


V. 


All America next, he fain wou'd enjoy, 

Gauls, Indians, Canadians, the Britons deſtroy ; 

They ripp'd mothers up, daſh'd out weak infants 
brains, | 

But Engliſhmen rouz'd, and repaid all their pains. 


Derry, Ge 


vi. 
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VI. 


The conqueſt of England next Lewis deſign'd, 
And his fleet, and his troops, together combin'd; 
From different ports to Great Britain they ſteer ; 


But thanks to our tars, they cou'd never come 


there ! 7 
Derry, c. 


| VII. 
Now Georct, mighty GEORGE, iſſu'd out war's 
commands ; 
Next him, like Mount Atlas, great Pitt firmly 
ſtands ; 
Well fix'd on a Legge; tho* the world ſhou'd 


aſſail, 


His baſis was frow and "Ra cou'd not —_—_ 
Derry, &c. 


VIII. 


Theſe three, worthy three, firſt our reſcue deſign'd; 
When to ruin we ran, to our danger quite blind ; 
They ſaw our diſtreſs, and they giant-like roſe; _ 
Pluck'd the nation from fears, and the hands of 


our foes. 
Derry, &c. 


IX. 


With theſe roſe a band of true patriots brave, 
Inſpir'd with a zeal their poor country to fave ; 
| | Whoſe 
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Whoſe names Boſcawen, Hawke, and Saunders 
we call, 


W A en and Amherſt, the terrors of Gaul. 
Derry, Se. 


X. 
With theſe, (as if fir'd with one ſoul from above,) 
The nobles, the commons, unanimous ſtrove; 
The ſons of Great Britain, to battle aroſe, 
Ruſh d on like a flood, and bore down all their | 


foes. 
| Derr 5 Ge. 
1 'T 
Now Pitt, for our champion we happily choſe, 
An impregnable bulwark againſt all our foes ; 
With fortitude, honour,, and juſtice aray'd, 


Proud Gallia beholds him, and trembles diſmay'd, 
| Derry, &c. 


_—O 


at. 1 * 
—_— 


The SECOND PART. 


oi " 02> ON 
UR tars, and our troops, now rouz'd to 
the fight, 
And put the French nation in terrible fright! 
| Now Loviſbourg fell, and Cherburg likewiſe 


French fleets at St. Maloes, in ſmoke mount the 
ſkies ; 


This 


ns 
This Edward the brave, e and Marlbro?* 


perform'd ; _ = 
Boſcawen, Wolfe, Amherſt, ſtrong Louiſbourg 
ſtorm'd. 3 
Derry, c. 
XIII. | 
Amherſt, Johnſon, and Forbes, in th*American 
„ 
| Conquer'd Crown Point, Du Queſne, and Fort 
 Niagar; | 
With theſe Rogers join'd, and thro woods, ad 
defiles, | 
They march'd on victorious, in ſpite of French 
wiles. 


Derry, Cc. 
XIV. 


Bradſtreet, Winſlow, and Schomberg, reſolved 


advance, 
And with them united *gainſt troubleſome France; 


Drove Indians, and Gauls, each fortreſs they took, 


From the river Ohio, to Delaware's brook. 


Derry, Sc. 


a XV. 
* 
At Guadaloup, Senegal, and the places around, 
Draper, Barrington, Clive, with conqueſt were 
crown'd, ; 


In Afrie no one to oppoſe em was found, 
| And n in thunder, beat Goree to ground. 


Derry, &c. 


XVI. 
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XVI. 
Next Rodney bombarded poor Havre de Grace, 


And the flat - bottom'd boats topfide turvy did 


place; 
The project fine ſpun, of . "i broke; 
Ramm'd their ſchemes down their pos cloath'd 


in * and imoke. 
Der, &c. 


XVII. 
We've PEI at Hanover, Granby the brave; 


Who with bold F erdinand, ſtrives ch ·Elect rate to 


ſave, 
And Contades for life, (upon Mi inden's fam 
| plain) 


Will remember the brave Phillips (2), Drummond 


(7), Macbean (2). — 
r 8 D Sc. 


8 | XVIII. 


Both Williams (3), and Foy (), there gain'd them 


a name, 
They reaſon'd in thunder, they argu d in flame; 
So cogent their reaſons, ſo thick flew their balls, 
| get ſoon put to lence th'impertinent Gauls. 


Derry, &c. 


XIX. 


TO! (20 K* 7 2 Theſe Gin were- the gentlemen, who 
commanded the Britiſh artillery, which did ſuch execution; 
and to whom Prince Ferdinand ſent tuch peculiar thanks af- 


ter the battle; and with theſe thanks, five hundred crowns = 


to one, and three hundred crowns to each of the reſt, 


bn. - Lat - a. Y* «a 
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XIX. 


Tho- Richliev, the marſhal (like ah 3 imp ſent from 
hell) | 

The orphan-houſe burnt, and the orphans at Zell ; 

When Ferdinand-fought, he fled in diſgrace, 


And n ſix thouſand (7) left dead on the place: 
Derry, c. 


Each foe from our ally, brave Fred'rick, recedes, 
The Auſtrians, and Poles, Gauls, Ruſſians, and. 
Swedes ; | 


He repels all their powers, their malice diſdains, 


08. rolls * war thro* the Germanic plains. 
Derry, Se. 


Oft the frigates of France, mann d with French- 
men ſo ſtout, 

Caught a terrible Tartar (s) in crujzing about; 3 

Brave Lockhart (s) wou'd fight, like Achilles en- 


„tag d. 
And came home crown'd with conqueſt whene'er 
| he engag d. | 
Derry, &c. 
2 The 


(0) I do not mean, he loſt thirty-ſix thouſand in one bat- 
tle; but ſo many of the French were deſtroy'd, of that ar- 
my, by the beſt accounts we can get. 


(5) (s) It 18 a uſual ſaying, when a perſon finds he is over- 


power'd by an antagoniſt, in E N or battle, (whom 
he 


> eel at ines KBB i. Bot PO — 
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r — 
— — . 


1 
8 
| 
| 
| 
| 


: L 226 ] 


XXII. 


UR navy launch'd forth in queſt of their | 


prey, 6 


And drove the French navy W out of the ſea; 


They ſculk'd into Breſt, Toulon, or Villaine 


And there let em ſtay : for great Geo rules 


the main. 
5 Derry, ke: 


XXII. 


— 


| Holmes, and Saunders in Canada, gave em 4 


check, 
And the brave Engliſh Wolfe, he devour d Quebec; 


And to the confuſion, and terror of Gaul, 
| A prey to Great Britain their merchant fleets fall. 


Derry, &. . 


XXIV. 


Boſcawen on more, cha&'d De Clue from the ſea; 
And Hawke conquer'd Conflans in Quibron Bay: 


Some ſunk, founder'd, burnt, (to quell Gallic 


pride,) 
And ſome nn to Great Britain glide ! 
| | "I &c. 


ne thought to overcome) that he caught a Tartar: And 


Captain Lockhart, commanded his Majeſty's ſhip Tartary 
and took many French frigates of war. 


LL 8 x 
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XXV. 


Their floating defence began to grow ſcant, 
And the French royal navy a convoy did want; 
Like a brood of ſcar'd chickens they ſculk from 
the ſea, 
When they hear our brave Hawke is in queſt of 
hyp prey. 
Pindal &c. 
| XXVI. 
Thurot, on Hibernia, made a deſcent, 
But (like Gallic fortune,) obſerve the event; 
Clements, Elliott, Logie, (a leaſh of brave tars ; 
The brothers of Neptune, the rivals of Mars,) 
Fierce as cubs they ruſh'd forth from the old Lion's 
den, 


Fac'd the hero Thurot, and affrighted his men. 
Der ry, e. 


XXVII. 


Stern Eolus (z) firſt, he began the attack, 
In a ſulph'rous ſtorm, flung their ſails all aback; (2) 
The Brilliant (x) Goddeſs (*) of war was enrag'd, 
Terpſichore, and Le Blonde, yard and yard arm 
engag d. 
Derry, e. 
* XXVIII. 


0 Kolus, in hiſtory. is call'd the god of the ai; 
#) Aback, is a ſea-term, and it belongs to the wind, to 

take the ſails all aback. a | 

(x) (x) The ſhip Brilliant, and the Pallas; which is call 

4 


_— 
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XXVIII. 


The gallant Thurot was ſlain in the fray, ; 
And down came their enſigns in pannic diſmay ; 


The French were amaz'd at Britannia's thunder ! 
They we themſelves beat, and deliver'd their 


Plunder. 
ey, &c. 
XXIX, 


Reſolv'd to retrieve the loſt honour of France, 
Againſt captiv'd Quebec, ten thouſand advance: 


But Murray, and Britons, march'd out _ the 


fort, 
And gave them a ſample of true Engliſh — 
Derry, Gc. 


X . 


By thouſands born down, yet little diſmay'd, 
On the walls of Quebec, ſuch a concert they 
| play'd 
The rough warlike notes chill'd the ardor of 
France, 
They car'd not to join hand in hand in the dance. 
Derry, c. 


xXXI 


ed in hiſtory, the Gaddeſs of War : theſe two engag'd the 
Terpſichore, and Le Blonde, whilſt Captain Elliott, in the 
Kolus, engag'd Monſieur Thurot, in the Belleiſle. 


J 229 ] 


XX 


When Schomberg, and Dean, and brave Swan- 
ton appear'd, 
And with Murray's notes in loud concert were 
heard, 
A pannic (accuſtom'd) fill'd Frenchmen with fears; 
And ruſh'd to their ſouls thro” their terrify'd ears. 
Derry, &c. 


XXXII, 


Away fled the frigates on ſhore in deſpair, 

And the forces forgot what firſt call'd *em there; 
They ran (deaf as adders, to glory's loud call,) 
F rom Engliſh Quebec, into French Montreal. 
Derry, Cc. 


XXXIII. 


But Amherſt, and Murray, with vengeance pur- 
| ſu'd, 
And at Montreal thoſe beſiegers ſubdu'd: 
When the three Nations join'd, and the Rangers 
give chace! 
Where ſafely immur'd can the Feen find a 


place 4 
Derry, Ec. 


2 - » 0 
Lewis frets at the news (like a man in a bog,) 
108 fain would call in both the Don a- d the Frog. 


2 3 | But 


b 
But our bulwarks afloat belch ther threats in 
black flame, 


And our troops are all ready to play the fierce 


game. 
Derry, &c. 


The FourTH Parr. 


XXXV. 
To W fortune gave Keppel, and Hodgſon 


a ſmile, 
They batter'd bombarded, confounded Belleiſle : 


The Gallic Monarque, (like a growling ſhe-bear, 
When robb'd of her whelps,) roar'd out in deſpair. 
— 22 80 & Go 


XXXVI. 
Next Monckton, and Rodney, (delighting in wars,) 
With Great Britain's ſoldiers, and reſolute tars, 
And Groxc the Third's veng ance, (whom 
none can withſtand, ) 
Againſt Martinico, in thunder they land: 
Derry, Se. 


XXXVII. 


Not long Martinico their battle cou'd * 
| Monckton, Rodney, and Douglaſs, and Hervey 


St, 


were there: 


„„ 
St. Peter's, St. Lucia's, the conquerors own, 
When down Martinico in ruin was thrown. 


Derry, Ec. 


XXXVIII. 


At length the French arts, and French N 
0 gain, 
The long wiſh'd, long promis'd aſſiſtance from 
Spain; 
Great Britain arouz' d (like a lion in rage,) 
Defiance roar d out, and prepar'd to engage. 
Derry, &c. 


2 XXXIX. 
Brave Albemarle, Pocock, and Keppel aroſe, 


And conquer'd at Cuba, our fierce Spaniſh foes; 


Of ſilver, and gold, rich Havannah they drein; 
Lewis! what wilt thou do? for we've beggar d 


proud Spain 
Derry, Sc. 


XL. 


Th' ill fate of thy ally ſtill greatly prevails, 

And into our port, his Hermione fails : 

Where? where wilt thou go to repleniſh thy ſtore ? 

For thy Rem are robb'd of their glittering ore ! 
—_ Se. 


XI. 
The gold laden Galleons to Old England are led; 
And implacable Beſs of wild Ruſſia is dead; 
Q 4 F ate; 


* 
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Fate, ſtill ſeems reſoly'd to NR Proſla' 


i hrone; 114 5 - 
And all hopes of conqueſt o'er Fred'rick are 
flown, ; 
Derry, c. 
; . 3 


"Kat. 


HO 13 a a conqueſt of Newfoundland 
made, 
Our fiſhery ſtopp'd, and ſtagnated our trade, 
Mighty fate had decreed (to poor Gallia's ſhame.) 
Not long eber our troops ſhou'd Se, Ha the 


ſame, 
Derry, Sc, 
| XLII. 
Careleſs, couchant, and dormant, the Lion now 
lay; 


Near ſated with laughter « o'er proſtrated prey ; ; 
The French took the hint under fortune's kind 
ſmile, 


And reſolv q they'd attack this American iſle. 
Derry, Ss. 


XLIV. 
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From Breſt they ſtole out, (wiſely ſhunging the 

| | fight,) J 

| Stole again from St. John's (5) in the ſhades of 

| the night; 

From Colville, and Graves, a wide diſtance they 
Reeds : 


Made a burleſque on war, and. play'd at bopeep. 
Derry, Sc. 


XLV. 


Hou little they acted like Britain's rough a 
They forgot all- their prime choſen ſons of great 


| Mars; | 
Terney left Doſohnville, like brave Blakeney alone, 


And took very good care the diſgrace was his own. 
Derr, Sc. 


XLVI. 


When Amherſt arriv'd, he flung veng'ance about, 
Put thoſe veteran pick'd grenadiers to the rout, 
Sent 'em all packing thence, to tell France and 


Spain, 
They conquer'd, were vanquiſn d, and ſent home 
again. 
Dis, Se. 
XLII. 


{y) Monſieur Terney, ſeem'd to be very expert at theſe 
adventures, He firſt ſtole through our fleet with two ſhips 
of the line, from the river Villaine; next ftole out from 
Breſt, (wiſely evading all our ſhips,) and at laſt, eſcap'd 
from St, John's, ſhunning an engagement; ſo that this was 
the third time of his ſham performance, 


2341 
XLII. 
The Moro fubverted, ſtil Gzoror fiercely 
| i 0 frown'd, 93 | ; 
And doom'd rich Manilla's ſtrong. ramparts to 
2 ground; | 
The dread triple union of England once more, 
United to tread the Luconian ſhore. 
| : » f | Derry, Se 8 
XLII. 1 1 5 


Tho Arzpo to battle the Spaniards had warm'd, 
Tho' with bows, rn arrows, Pampangans 
were arm'd, 

Our troops made brave Spaniards retreat in diſmay, 
Throꝰ ſavage Pampangans our tars hew'd their 


Way. 
Derry, &c, 


XLIX. 

From their walls like a torrent they drove thro? 
RE Biel A 

Tho ſtep after ſtep, with new dangers they meet 
Each new growing obſtacle boldly diſdain'd, 


And ſoon the Grand Square moſt triumphantly 


11 „ 
| Derry, &c. 


| L. 
A Pampangan arrow came winged with fate, 


And transfix*d the bold More near the ſtrong 


Royal Gate; 
: | Britain's 
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Britain's ſons full of rage ſpurn'd their foes from 


the ground, 
By hundreds Pampangans and Spaniards were 
drown'd, 
Derry, G. 
LI. 


Arzpo treated at length his Manilla to ſave; 

For a ranſom the dollars by millions he gave: 

Lewis! leave fruitleſs wiſhes, thy grief is in vain; 

Thou canſt not expect any ſilver from Spain. 
Derry, Se. 


| ; * 1 | 
The Flower de Luce, the old Lion hath rent, 
The French are all nonplus'd, their treaſures are 
| ſpent ; 
Like vermin intrapp'd, let *em buſtle and fret ; 


For their ſchemes are all ſunk in a mighty deep 


Pitt. | 
Derry, Sc. 


LIL. 


By troubles depreſs'd, both the Don and the Gaul, 

To Georce the victorious, for mercy they call: 

He heard, and he pity'd, and granted their pray'r, 

And ſav'd both * from want and deſpair. 
W + II. 3 Se. 


oa 


ICICI 


On Monſieur Thugor's deſcent and 
| defeat. | 


J. 
E Britons! attend, you ſhall hear how 
ace eee, , eee 
(He led only Frenchmen, intirely forgot,) 
Tyger like, for awhile, kill'd, ravag'd, and then, 
Victoriouſly thought to have ſlunk to his den! 
| | wo en down, down, derry Ws, 


II: 


With three or four N REN THOR. made 
? © boaſt,” 

He'd make a OM on Hibernia's coaſt : 

Next thought to retreat with his men, and his 

oY prey, | 

| As well he might ſcape 4 fierce lions away ! 

—_ down, Gown, drown derry down, 


. 11, % 2 
For olus (z) blew a ſtrong blaſt in his face! 
Ne: his ſails all aback (2), retarded his pace! 
With 


00 The ſhip Zolus ; and "FRY is god of the wind, 
(e) Aback, is a ſea-term, 
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With" a Brilliant (O) air, mix'd with fierce mar- 


tial rage, 
The Goddeſs (c) of war ſhe bore down to en- 
gage 
Derry down, down, down dgrry down. 
The Frenchmen grew pale when - they ſaw the 
| three fail, 


Their paſſage obſtruct as from Ireland they ſteal, 
With vocal huzzas to Belleiſle's volunteers (d) 
They play'd a rough concert of old Engliſh airs! 
Dioerry down, down, down derry down. 


V. 
Of the ſymphony rude the Gauls did complain, 
And ſwore the whole tune was a diſſonant ſtrain! 
Their loud ſhouts victorious ! their triumphs were 
drown'd ! 
By deep-noted baſs of our cannons around ! 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 


VI. 


The. ſport. rougher grew! and the Frenchmen 
grew nck! 

Death flew fore and aft, as the bullets flew thick! 

Their 


(5) The ſhip Brilliant, 
(c) The ſhip Pallas, goddeſs of war, 


{d) The cutlaſſes, on board the Belleiſle, had for their 
matto, Belleiſle's volunteers. | 


; Pb T 7 
; Their great hero Thurot, fell wounded, and dead; 


Soon after "_— ſtruck in a cold pannic dread! 
b | Derry down, down, nd ferry down! 


„5 OO 
Monſieurs ! take advice, put an end to theſe wars, 


LI You cannot engage with our troops, and bare 


5. ars! 
Nor dare near the den of the 7 to roam; 
Brave Hawke ſcours the ſeas! and great Pitt is 
at home! 
Derry * down, dane derry down, | 


$999459005: $: $400044909+0 7 


On "M wats Ta 1 belonging to 
Elliot s light horle, who fought ſo 


braveiy i in Germany. 


| I. 
HEN W the brave (a Aiſciple of 
Mars!) 
; Ruſh'd forth from Great Britain to Germanic 
„ wars! 

To fight the foe rang'd, or to force the ſtrong 
| | trench, : 
And help Ferdinand Ho che ſwmaggering 
French | 


OY down, down, . 2 down. 
11, 


ta 
* 
The taylors regardleſs of death, wounds, and 
% Teen | 
Reſolv d to leave ſtitching, and ive by the wars! 
With a patriot zeal, they deſerted their boards 
Beſtrode the war horſes, and brandiſh'd their 


: (words 3 - © - | 
I down, down, down derry down. 


III. 


The news throughout England no ſooner 1 was 
known, 
What great emulation the taylors had ſhown ! 
But they liſted in ſcores, *gainſt Britannia's foes ! 
And Ellior's light horſe was the cohort they choſe! 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 


| 1 

Behold, they ſet fail from their own native land, 
And meet a good welcome from brave Ferdinand, 
Who led em ſtraightway, where the foe rang'd/in 
view, 

They kindled with ardour! and reſolute grew ! 

Dieriy down, down, down derry down. 

o 
i They prim'd with a frown, and ramm'd home their 
| ts Ts 
Set ſpurs, and full gallop they drove on the Gauls, 
Face to face they diſcharg'd, unſheath'd to engage, 
And hew'd thro? the French with Achillean rage. 


Derry down, down, dewn derry downs 
Gallant 
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1 
Gallant Erſkine the bold, he headed this band, 
Who follow d like death at the warrior's command, 
The French turn'd their backs, broke, ſcatter d, 

and fled, 7 

The taylors ruſh'd on over mountains of dead. 

Derry down, down, down derry down. - 


VII. 


Poor Lewis muſt ſurely be in a fad olight, 
When his ſwaggerinz heroes our taylors can't fight, 
If before them o'erpow*r'd in pannic they flee z 
How dreadful muſt Great Britain's heroes all be! 
| | Derry 2, down, down x down. 7 


VIII. 
10 a different Gals ths old chow well take, 


Nine ſoldiers (e) of Gaul Tarce a light horſeman 


make, 


With feminine tremor the French are all ſ| mitten, ; 


For nine dare not face a brave ſtitch ( 1) of Great 0 
Brutaa » 


Derry down, daun, down derry don. 


(e) The old ſaying is, nine taylors make a man; but now 
1 have inverted the ſenſe of it: and ſay, nine 'F rench ſoldiers 
dare not face an Englſh taylor. | 

CF) Stitch is a cant word for a 4 5 


